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I have the pleasure of dedicating the following story 
to a countryman of my old friend Will Weather- 
helm, as true and kind-hearted an Islander as ever 
stepped; but as he is a man whose modesty is equal 
to his worth — for both of which qualities his country- 
men and his fair countrywomen are especially known 
wherever they go— I feel that he would not wish me 
to place his name at the head of this page. 

He will, I am sure, recognise many of the scenes 
described •in the history of my hero ; and I must here 
advise those who have a few weeks to spare from their 
daily toils, before they wander away south, to go to 
Shetland themselves and judge of their correctness, and 
besides enjoying some most lovely and picturesque 
scenery, if they are as kindly welcomed as I was, 
they may well be content. All I have now to do 
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is to bespeak the same reception for " Will Weather- 
helm" from those for whom it is my pride to write, as 
has been obtained by "Peter the Whaler," "Mark 
Seaworth," " Neil D'Arcy," and several other voyagers 
and travellers who have placed their memoirs in my 
hands for publication. 
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WILL WEATHERHELM. 



CHAPTER I. 

My father's land — Born at sea— My school life— Aunt Bretta— 
Spoilt by over-indulgence— Enticed to sea— The Kite schooner 
—Contrast of a vessel in port and a vessel at sea — My ship- 
mates — My name fixed in more ways than one — A gale Ke- 

pentance comes too late — Suspicious customers — A narrow 
escape — Naples and its Bay. 

My father, Eric Wetherholm, was a Shetlander. He 
was born in the Isle of TJnst, the most northern of 
those far-off islands, the Shetlands. He loved his 
native land, though it might be said to be somewhat 
backward in point of civilization, though no trees are 
to be found in it much larger than gooseberry bushes 
or cattle bigger than sheep ; though its climate is 
moist and windy, and its winter days but of a few 
hours' duration. But, in spite of these drawbacks, it 
possesses many points to love, many to remember. 
Wild and romantic, and, in some places, grand scenery 
lofty and rocky precipices, sunny downs and steep hills, 
deep coves with clear water, in which the sea-trout 
can be seen swimming in shoals, and, better still, kind, 
honest, warm hearts, modest women with sweet smiles 
and true honest men. 
Once only in my youth was I there. I remember 
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2 WILL WEATHERHELM. 

well, on a bright summer's day, standing on one of the 
highest of its lofty hills, sprinkled with thousands of 

« * 

beautiful wild flowers, and, as I looked over the hundreds 
of isles and islets of every variety of form, grouping 
round the mainland, as the largest island is called, I 
thought that in all my wanderings I had never seen a 
greener or more lovely spot floating on a surface of 
brighter blue ; truly I felt proud of the region which my 
poor father claimed as the place of his birth. I knew 
very little of his early history. Like the larger propor- 
tion of Shetland men he followed the sea from his boy- 
hood, and made several voyages, on board a whaler, to 
Baffin's Bay. Once his ship had been nipped by the 
ice,, whirled helplessly against an iceberg, when he 
alone with two companions escaped the destruction 
which overwhelmed her. Finally he returned home, 
and, sickened of voyages in icy regions, became mate 
of a merchantman trading out of the port of Hull 
round the English coast. On one occasion, his brig 
having received severe damage in a heavy gale, put 
into Plymouth harbour to obtain repairs. He there 
met an old shipmate, John Trevelyn, who had' given 
up the sea and settled with his family on shore. 

John had a daughter, Jannet Trevelyn, and a sweet 
good girl I am very certain she must have been. Be- 
fore the brig sailed my father obtained her promise to 
marry him. He shortly returned, when she became 
his wife, and accompanied him to Shetland. But the 
damp cold climate of that northern land was a sore 
trial to her constitution, accustomed, as she had been, 
to the soft air of her native Devonshire, and she en- 
treated that he would rather take her with him to sea 
than leave her there. Fortunately, as he considered 
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it, the owners of the brig he had served in offered him 
the command of another of their vessels, and he was 
able to fulfil the wishes of his wife, as well as to please 
his own inclination, though for her sake he would 
rather have left her in safety on shore, for he too well 
knew all the dangers and hardships of the sea to desire 
to expose her to them. 

My father had very few surviving relatives. His 
mother and sister were the only two of whom I know. 
His father and two brothers had been lost in the 
Greenland fishery, and several of his uncles and cousins 
had been scattered about in different parts of the world, 
never to return to their native islands. When, there- 
fore, he found that Shetland would not suit my mother's 
health, he tried to persuade my grandmother and Aunt 
Bretta to accompany him to Devonshire. After many 
doubts and misgivings as to how they could possibly 
live in that warm country far away to the south among 
a strange people, who could not understand a word of 
Erse, they at length, for love of him and his young 
wife, agreecl to do as he wished: As soon as he was 
able he fetched them from Shetland to Hull, whence 
he conveyed them to Plymouth in his own vessel, and 
left them very comfortably settled in a little house of 
their own in the outskirts of the town. Though small, 
it was neat and comfortable, and they soon got accus- 
tomed to the change, though they complained at first 
that the days in summer were very short compared to 
those in their own country. This was the year before 
I was born. My mother, though she had now a home 
where she could have remained, was so reconciled to a 
sea life, and so fond, I may say, of my father, that she 
preferred living on board his vessel to the enjoyment 
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4 WILL WEATHERHELM. 

of all the comforts of the shore. On one memorable 
occasion, a new brig he commanded, called the Jannet 
Trevdyn, in compliment to my mother, was bound 
round from Hull to Cork harbour in Ireland, and was 
to have put into Plymouth to land her, seeing that 
she was not in a fit state to continue the voyage, when 
a heavy south-westerly gale came on, and the brig was 
driven up channel again off the Isle of Wight. During 
its continuance, while the brig was pitching, bows 
under, with close-reefed topsails only on her, with a 
heavy sea running, the sky as black as pitch, the ocean 
a mass of foam, and with the wind howling and 
whistling as if eager to carry the masts out of her, I 
was born. My poor mother had a heavy time of it, 
and it was a mercy she did not die. But oftentimes 
delicate, fragile-looking women go through far more 
than apparently strong and robust persons. She had 
a fine spirit and patient temper, and what is more, she 
put a firm trust in One who is all-powerful to save those 
who have faith in him, both for this life and for eternity. 

The brig was hove to, and though more than once 
she narrowly escaped being run down by ships coming 
up channel, she finally reached Plymouth, and my 
mother and I were landed in safety. Thus I may say 
that I have been at sea from my earliest days. Old 
Mrs. Wetherholm was delighted to receive my poor 
mother and me, and took the very fondest care of us, 
as did Aunt Bretta, while my father proceeded on his 
"voyage. 

Soon after this I was christened under a name which 
may sound somewhat fine to southern ears, Willand 
Wetherholm; but, as will be seen, I did not very 
long retain it. 
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My mother had another trial soon after this. My 
grandfather, John Trevelyn, who had for some time 
been ailing, died and left her without any relations 
that I ever heard of on his or her mother's side of the 
house. Thus she became more than ever dependent 
on my father and his mother and sister. She had no 
cause to regret this however, for kinder, gentler-hearted 
people never existed. 

Two years more passed away, and I throve and grew 
strong and fat, and what between grandmother, and 
mother, and aunt, ran a great chance of being spoilt. 
My father had been so frightened about my mother 
before, that he would never take her to sea again; but 
he often said that he would endeavour, when he had laid 
by a little more money, to give it up himself and to come 
and live with her on shore. It is a dream of happiness 
in which many a poor sailor indulges, but how few are 
able to realize. He was expected round at Plymouth, 
on his way to tne Mediterranean, but day after day 
passed and he did not arrive. My mother began to 
grow very anxious, so did my grandmother and aunt. 
A terrific gale had been blowing for some days when 
the Eddystone was nearly washed away, and fearful 
damage was done to shipping in various parts. 

At length the news reached them that the brig had 
put into Salcombe range. It is a wild-looking, yet 
land-locked harbour on the Devonshire coast. Black 
rocks rise sheer up out of the water on either side of 
the entrance, and give it a particularly melancholy and 
unattractive appearance. One of the owners had come 
round in the brig, but he had landed and taken a post- 
chaise back towards London. In the morning the brig 
sailed, and by noon the gale was blowing with its 
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fiercest violence. In vain my poor mother watched 
and waited for his return; from that time to the 
present neither ray father nor any of his crew were 
again heard of. The brig with all hands must have 
foundered, or, as likely as not, been run down at no 
great distance from Plymouth itself. My mother, who 
had borne so bravely and uncomplainingly her own 
personal sufferings, sunk slowly but surely under this 
dispensation of Providence. She never found fault 
with the decrees of the Almighty, but the colour fled 
her cheeks, her figure grew thinner and thinner. 
Scarce a smile lighted up her countenance, even when 
she fondly played with me. Her complaint was in- 
curable, it was that of a broken heart, and I was left 
an orphan. 

Most of my father's property had gone to purchase a 
share in the brig, which had been most fatally unin- 
sured, and thus an income remained barely sufficient 
for the support of my grandmother and aunt. They, 
poor things, took in work, and laboured hard, night and 
day, that they might supply me with the food and 
clothing they considered I required, and, when I grew 
older, to supply me with such an education as they 
deemed suitable to the son of one holding the position 
my father had in life. Aunt Bretta taught me to 
read pretty well, and to write a little, and I was then 
sent to a day-school to pick up some knowledge of 
arithmetic and geography. Small enough was the 
amount I gained of either, and whether it was owing to 
my teacher's bad system or to my own stupidity, I 
don t know, but I do know that I very quickly lost all 
I gained, and by the time I was twelve years old I 
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was a strong stout lad, with a large appetite and a very 
ill-stored head. 

Though I had not picked up much information at 
school, I had some companions, and they were gene- 
rally the wildest and least manageable of all the boys 
of my age and standing. The truth was, I am forced 
to confess, my grandmother and aunt spoilt me. They 
could not find it in their hearts to deny me anything, 
and the consequence was that I generally got my own 
way whether it was a good or bad one. I should have 
been altogether ruined had they not set me a good 
example, and instilled into my mind the principles of 
religion. Often the lessons they taught me were for- 
gotten and years passed away, when some circumstance 
recalled them to my mind, and they brought forth a 
portion, if not all, of the fruits they desired. Still I 
grew up a wayward, headstrong boy. I heard some 
friends say that my heart was in its right place, and 
that I should never come to much harm, and that 
satisfied me, so I did pretty well what I liked with- 
out any qualms of conscience or fears for the con- 
sequences. 

I am not going to describe any of my youthful 
pranks, because I suspect that no good will come from 
my so doing. If I did not reap all the evil conse- 
quences I deserved, others might fancy that they may 
do the same with like impunity and find themselves 
terribly mistaken. One of my chief associates was a 
boy of my own age called Charles Iffley. His mother, 
like mine, was a Devonshire woman, and his father 
was mate of a merchantman belonging to the port of 
Hull, but trading sometimes to Plymouth and fre- 
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quently to ports up the Straits of Gibraltar. Charley 
and I had many tastes in common. He was a bold 
dashing fellow, with plenty of pluck, and what those 
who disliked him called impudence. One thing no one 
could deny, that he was just the fellow to stand by a 
friend at a pinch, and that, blow high or blow low, he 
was always the same, merry-hearted, open-handed, and 
kind. These qualities, however, valuable as they are, 
if not backed by right principle and true religion, too 
often in time of temptation have been known miserably 
to fail. On a half-holiday, or whenever we could get 
away from school, Charley and I used to steal down to 
the harbour, and we generally managed to borrow a 
boat for a sail, or we induced one of our many acquaint- 
ances among the watermen to take us along with him 
to help him pull, so that we soon learned to handle 
an oar as well as any lads of our age, as also pretty 
fairly to sail a boat. When we returned home late in 
an evening, and I went back to supper, my poor old 
grandmother would complain bitterly of the anxiety 
I had caused her, and when I saw her grief, I used to 
promise to amend, but I am sorry to say that when 
temptation came in my way I forgot my promise and 
repeated my fault. 

At length the schooner to which Charley's father 
belonged came into Plymouth harbour. I went on 
board with my friend, and he showed me all over her ; 
I thought her a very fine vessel, and how much I 
should like to go to sea in her. The next day he ap- 
peared at our house in great glee and told my grand- 
mother and Aunt Bretta that he had come to wish 
them good-bye, that his father had bound him ap- 
prentice to the owners of the schooner, and that he 
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was to go to sea in her that very voyage. I was sorry 
to part with him, and I could not help envying him for 
being able to start at once to see the world. When he 
was gone, I could talk of nothing else but of what 
Charley was going to see, and of what he was going to 
do ; and I never ceased trying to persuade my grand- 
mother and aunt to let me go and be a sailor also. 
Poor things, I little thought of the grief I was causing 
them. 

" Willand, my dear laddie, ye ken that your father, 
and your grandfather, and two uncles were all sailors, 
and were lost at sea, indeed I may well say that such 
has been the hard lot of all the males of our line ; then 
why should ye wish without reason or necessity to go 
and do the same, and break your old grandmother's 
heart, who loves ye far better than her own life's 
blood," said the kind old lady, taking me in her arms 
and pressing me to her bosom. " Be content to stay 
at home, laddie, and make her happy." 

" Oh, that ye will, Willand dear," chimed in Aunt 
Bretta ; " we'll get a wee shoppie for ye, or may be 
ye'U become a great merchant, or we'll just rent a 
croft up the country here, and ye* shall keep cows, and 
sheep, and fowls, and ye shall plough, and sow, and 
reap, and be happy as the day is long. Wont that be 
the best life for Willand, grannie 1 It's what he is just 
fitted for, and there isn't another like it." 

I shook my head. All these pictures of rural feli- 
city or of mercantile grandeur had no charms for me. 
I had set my heart on being a rover, and seeing all 
parts of the world, and I believe that had I been 
offered a lucrative post under Government with nothing 
to do, without a moment's hesitation I should have 



10 WILL WEATHERHELM. 

rejected it, lest it might have prevented me from 
carrying my project into execution. Still for some 
time I did not like to say anything more on the sub- 
ject, and the kind creatures began to hope that I had 
given up my wishes to their remonstrances. Had 
they from the first taught me the important lessons of 
self-denial and obedience, they might have found that 
I was willing to do so, but I had no idea of sacrificing 
my own wishes to those of others, and 1 still held 
firmly to my resolution of leaving home on the first 
opportunity. 

I was one day walking down High-street, Plymouth, 
when I saw advancing towards me a fine sailor-like 
looking lad, with a well-bronzed jovial countenance. 

" Why Will, old boy, you don't seem to know me !" 
he exclaimed, stretching out his hand, which seemed as 
hard as iron. 

"Why I scarcely did, Charley, till I heard your 
voice," I answered, shaking him warmly by the hand. 
" You've grown from a boy almost into a man, There's 
nothing like the life of a sailor for hardening a 
fellow, and making him fit for anything. I see that 
plainly." 

" Then come to sea with me at once," he replied ; " I 
can get you a berth aboard our schooner, and we'll 
have a merry life of it altogether, that we will." 

I liked his confident and self-satisfied way of talk- 
ing, but I said I was afraid I could not take ad- 
vantage of his offer, though I would try and get leave 
from my grandmother. 

"Leave from your grandmother!" he exclaimed 
with a taunting laugh ; " take French leave from the 
Old lady. You are far better able to judge what you 
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like than she is, and she can't expect to tie you to her 
apron-strings all your life, can she ?" 

"No, but she is very kind and good to me, and I'm 
young yet to leave her and Aunt Bretta. Perhaps, 
when I am older, she will not object to my going 
away," I replied. 

" Pooh, pooh ! feeds you with bread and milk, and 
lollipops — and as to being too young— why you are 
not much more than a year younger than I am, and 
fully as stout, and I should like to know who would 
venture to say that I am not fit to go to sea. I would 
soon show him which was the best man of the two." 

These remarks, for I will not call them reasons, had 
a great effect on me. I thought Charley the finest 
fellow I had ever known, and I promised to be guided 
by him entirely. I did not consider how ungrateful 
and foolish I was. How could he really care about 
me or know what was for my best interests? He only 
thought of pleasing himself by getting a companion 
whom he knew from experience he could generally 
induce to do what he liked. I forgot all the love and 
affection, all the tender care I had received from my 
grandmother and aunt since my birth, and that I ought 
on every account to have consulted their feelings and 
opinions on the most important step I had hitherto 
taken in life. Instead of this, I made up my mind 
if they should say no, as Charley expressed it, to cut 
my stick and run. Many have done as I did, and 
bitterly repented their folly and ingratitude every day 
afterwards to the end of their lives. It stands to reason 
that those who have brought us up and watched over 
us in helpless infancy or in sickness, instructed us and 
fitted us to enter on the aotive duties of life, must feel far 
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greater interest in our future welfare than can any other 
person. We, as boys, are deeply interested in a shrub 
or a tree we have planted, in a dog we have brought 
up from a puppy ; and we may be certain that our 
parents or guardians are far more interested in our 
welfare, and,' therefore, I repeat, do not go and follow 
my example, and run counter to their advice and 
wishes. 

I spent the afternoon with Charley Iffley, on board 
the Kite schooner, of which his father was mate. 
She was a fine craft, with a handsomely fitted up 
cabin. She had been a privateer in the last war, and 
still carried six brass guns on deck, which were 
bright and polished, and took my fancy, amazingly. 
She also had a long mahogany tiller bound with brass, 
and with a handsomely carved head of a kite which I 
much admired. These things, trifles as they were, 
made me still more desire to belong to so dandy- 
looking a craft. The captain was on shore, but Mr. 
Iffley, the mate, did the honours of the vessel, and 
talked largely of all her good qualities, and finally told 
me that for the sake of his son, who was my best 
friend, if I had a mind to go to sea, he would make 
interest to get me apprenticed to her owners. I did 
not exactly understand what that signified ; but I 
thanked him very much, and said that I left the 
matter in his and his son's hands. 

" All right, Will, we'll make a sailor of you be- 
fore long!" exclaimed Charley, clapping me on the 
back. 

Mr. Iffley was not a person, from his appearance, 
very well calculated to win the confidence of a young 
lad. He was a stout, short man, with huge, red, 
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carroty whiskers, and a pock-marked face, small ferrety 
eyes, a round knob for a nose, and thick lips, which he 
smacked loudly both when speaking and after eating 
and drinking. However, Charley seemed to hold him 
in a good deal of respect and awe, an honour my 
friend did not pay to many people. This I found was 
owing much to the liberal allowance of rope-end which 
the mate dealt out to his son whenever he neglected 
his duty, or did anything else to displease him ; but of 
course Master Charley did not confide this fact to me, 
but allowed me to discover it for myself. In the evening 
I went back to my grandmother's. I wanted Charley 
to accompany me, but he said that he thought he had 
better keep out of the way, or out of sight. This I 
have since found the Tempter — that great enemy of 
man — always does when he can. He does his best to 
hide the hook with which he angles for souls, as well 
as to conceal himself ; and we may justly be suspicious 
of people who dare not come forward to explain 
their objects and intentions regarding us. Even in a 
worldly point of view, the caution I give is very neces- 
sary. It was not, however, till long, long after that I 
found all this out. I had not been seated at the tea-table 
many minutes before I opened the subject which lay 
nearest my heart My kind grandmother and Aunt 
Bretta used all the arguments they could think of to 
induce me to stay at home, and so powerful and 
reasonable did they seem, that had I not been ashamed 
of feeing Charley and confessing that I was defeated, 
I should, at all events for the time, have yielded to 
their wishes. They pictured to me all the horrors of 
being shipwrecked and being cast on a barren island, 
or tossed about at sea on a raft, or having to live 
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among savages, or being half starved or parched with 
thirst ; indeed they had little difficulty in finding 
subjects on which to enlarge. They also reminded 
me that, as I had no friends and no interest, if I 
went to sea they could do nothing for me, and that 
though Mr. Iffiey might be a very kind man, he could 
not be expected to care for me as much as he would 
for his own son, and perhaps I might have to remain 
before the mast all my life. All this I knew was very 
true, but I could not bear the idea of being laughed at 
by Charley and his father, and in my eagerness I swore 
vehemently that go to sea I would, in spite of every- 
thing they could say, and I declared that I didn't mind 
though I might be cast away a dozen times, or go 
wandering about the ocean and never , come back ; 
indeed I scarcely know what wicked and foolish things 
I said on the occasion. 

My poor grandmother and aunt were dreadfully 
shocked at the way I had expressed myself. They had 
too much respect for an oath themselves, even though 
it was as rash as mine, to endeavour to make me 
break it, and with tears streaming down her face, my 
grandmother told me, that if such was my resolution, 
she had no longer the wish to oppose it There was 
something very sad in her countenance, and the words 
trembled on her lips as she spoke, I remember. It 
was not so much, however, because of my wish to go 
to sea, as of my rank ingratitude and want of 
tenderness. 

" Oh, Willand 1 ye dinna ken what harm ye have 
done, laddie," said Aunt Bretta, as I parted from her 
to go to roost in my little attic room, which she had 
fitted up so neatly for my use. 
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At first I was inclined to exult at having made the 
first step towards the accomplishment of my wishes, 
and I was thinking how proud I should be when I met 
Charley the next morning, to be able to tell him that I 
had triumphed over all difficulties and was ready to 
accept his offer ; but then the recollection of what Aunt 
Bretta had said, and a consciousness of the nature of 
my own conduct came over me, and I began to be 
sorry for what I had done. In the morning, however, 
before breakfast, Charley called for me, and when I 
told him • that I had got lea*ve to go, he said he would 
oome in and comfort the poor women. This he did in 
a rough kind of way. He told them that we were 
going to make only a short summer voyage — out to 
the Mediterranean and back ; that if I liked it I might 
then be apprenticed, and if not, that I might come on 
shore ; that I should have seen a little of the world, and 
that no great harm would be dona 

The matter once determined, no people could have 
exerted themselves more than did my two kind re- 
latives to get me ready for sea. They knew exactly 
what was wanted, and in three or four days my entire 
kit was ready and stowed away in a small sea-chest, 
which had belonged to some member of my family who 
had escaped drowning. It received no little commen- 
dation when it was hoisted up the side. 

u That's what I like," said Mr. Ifiiey ; "traps enough, 
and no more. It speaks well for your womankind, and 
shows that you come of a sea-going race." 

I told him that I was born at sea, and that my 
father was drowned at sea. 

"That's better than being hung on shore," he 
answered with a loud laugh ; and I afterwards found 
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that such had been the fate of his father, who was a 
noted pirate, and that he himself had enjoyed the 
doubtful benefit of his instruction for some time. 

While we lay at Plymouth we received orders to call 
in at Falmouth, to carry a cargo of pilchards, which 
was ready for us, to Naples, in the south of Italy. 
The people in that couutry, being Roman Catholics and 
having to fast, eat a great quantity of salt-fish. They 
have plenty of fish in their own waters, but they are so 
lazy that they will not be at the trouble of catching 
them in sufficient quantities to supply their wants. 
Falmouth was a great fishing place in those days, and 
full of vessels going to all parts of the world. There 
had been some heavy rain in the night, and as they 
lay with their sails loosed and the flags of all the civi- 
lized nations in the world flying from their peaks, I 
thought that I had never seen a more beautiful 
sight. 

Mr. Tooke, our captain, was a very good sailor. He 
was a tall, iine man, with black hair and huge whiskers, 
like his mate's, and a voice, when he liked, as loud as 
thunder — a quality on which he not a little prided 
himself. I thought when I went on board that I was 
to live in the cabin and be treated like a young gentle- 
man. Charley had not said anything about the matter, 
but he had showed me the state rooms, as they were 
called, and I had sat down in the cabin and taken a 
glass of wine with him there, so I took it for granted 
that I was to be a sort of midshipman on board. 

The first night, when the middle watch was set, and 
I began to grow very sleepy, I asked Charley in which 
of the cabins I should find my bed. He laughed, and 
told me to follow him. I did so, and he slipped down 
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a little hatchway forward, just stopping a minute, with 
his head and shoulders above the deck, to tell me that 
I must not be too squeamish or particular, and that I 
should soon get accustomed to the place to which he 
was going to take me. lie then disappeared, and I 
went after him. I found myself in a dark hole, lighted 
by a very dim lantern, with shelves which are called 
standing bed-places, one above the other, all round it, 
and sea-chests lashed below. In the fore part were 
two berths, rather darker and closer than the rest. 

" That's where you and I have to sleep, old boy," 
said Charley. " I didn't like it at first ; but now I 
would just as. soon sleep there as anywhere else. But, 
I say, don't make any complaints ; no one will pity 
you if you do, and you will only be laughed at for 
your pains." 

I found that he was right with regard to my getting 
accustomed to the place, though sheets were unknown, 
and cleanliness or decency was but little attended to. 
Not only were the habits of many of the crew dirty, but 
their manners and ideas were bad, and their language 
most foul and obscene— cursing and swearing went on 
all day long, just as a thing of course. It might seem 
strange to some who don't know much about human 
nature, that I, a lad decently brought up by good, reli- 
gious people, and fairly educated, should have willingly 
submitted to live along with such people. ' At first I 
was startled — I wont say shocked — but then I thought 
it fine and manly, and soon got not only accustomed to 
hear such language, but to use it with perfect indiffer- 
ence myself. 

We are all of us more apt to learn what is bad than 
what is good. I have mentioned Captain Tooke and 

o 
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our first mate. We had a second mate, old Tom Cole ' 
by name. He was close upon sixty years of age. He 
had been at sea all his life, and had been master of 
more than one vessel, bat lost them through drunken- 
ness, till he got such a name that no owners would 
entrust him with the command of another. He was 
a good seaman, and a fair navigator, and when he was 
sober there wasn't a better man in the ship. He had 
been to sea as first mate, but lost the berth through 
his besetting sin. I believe Captain Tooke engaged 
him from having known him when he himself was a 
young man, and from believing that he could keep him 
sober. He succeeded pretty well, but not always, and 
more than once, in consequence of old Cole's neglect 
of his duty, we very nearly lost our lives as many lives 
have been lost before and since. The two mates messed 
with the captain ; but the apprentices lived entirely 
with the men forward. Besides Charles Iffley, there 
was another, Jacob La Motte, a Guernsey lad. He 
was a far more quiet and steady fellow than either of 
us. In my wiser moments I learned to like him 
better than Iffley ; and perhaps because I was better 
educated than most of the men, and, except when led 
away by bad example, more inclined to be rational, he 
associated more with me than with them. The best 
educated and the most steady among the hands for- 
ward was a young man, Edward Seton. He was very- 
well-mannered and neat in his person, and I never 
heard him giving way to profane swearing or any 
other gross conduct, and he tried, but in vain, to 
check those who indulged in it. 

I had not been long at sea, though time enough, to 
have any pride I might have possessed knocked out of 
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me, when I was accosted by old Ned Toggles, one of 
the roughest of the rough hands on board, and gene- 
rally considered the wit of the crew, with " And what's 
your name, youngster? Did any one ever think it 
worth while to give one to such a shrimp as you V 

" Yes," said I, firing up a little ; " I should have 
thought you knew it by this time." 

" Know it ! How should I know whether your 
name is Jack, or Tom, or Bill 1 Any one on 'em is 
too good for you I should think, to look at you," re- 
marked old Toggles, with a grin and a wink at his 
companions. 

" Thank you for nothing," said I, feeliug very 
indignant at the gratuitous insult, as I considered it, 
thus offered to me. " If you want to know my name 
I'll tell it you. It is Willand Wetherholm." The last 
words I uttered with no little emphasis, while I looked 
at my shipmates as much as to say, " There ! I should 
like to know who has got as good a name as that 1" 
I saw a grin on the countenance of old Toggles as I 
spoke. 

" Will Weatherhelm !" he ejaculated. " A capital 
name, lad. Hurrah for Will Weatherhelm. Remem- 
ber, Will Weatherhelm is to be your name to the end 
of your days. Come, no nonsense, we'll mark it into 
you, my boy. Come, give us your arm." What he 
meant by this I could not tell ; but after a little re- 
sistance, I found that I must give in. " Come, it's 
our watch below, and we have plenty of time to spare ; 
well set about it at once," said he, taking my arm and 
baring it up to the elbow. One of the other men 
then held me while Toggles procured a sharp needle, 
stuck in a handle, and began puncturing the thick 

o2 
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part of the arm, between the elbow and wrist. The 
operation cost me some little pain; but there was 
no use crying out, so I bore it patiently. When he 
had done he brought some powdered charcoal or gun- 
powder, and rubbed it thoroughly over the arm. 
" There, my lad," said he, " don't go and wash it off, 
unless you want a good rope's-ending, and you'll see 
what will come of it." 

I did wait patiently as I was bid, though my arm 

• smarted not a little, and in three days Toggles told 
me I might wash as much as I liked. I did wash, 
and there I found -on my arm, indelibly marked, my 
new name, Will Weathebhelm !* and at sea, wher- 
ever I have been, it has ever since stuck to me. 

If one of my old shipmates were to be asked if he 
knew Willand Wetherholm, he would certainly say 
" No ; never heard of such a man." " But don't you 
remember Will Weatherhelm V 1 " I should think so, 
my boy," would be his reply, and I hope he would say 
something in my favour. 

We had a quick run to the southward till we were 
somewhere off the latitude of Lisbon, when a gale 
sprung up from the eastward which drove us off the 
land, and not only carried every stitch of canvas clear 
of the bolt-ropes, but very nearly took the masts out of 

* Weatherhelm is a sea term. A vessel, when not in perfect 
trim and too light aft, has a tendency, when on a wind, to luff of 
her own accord, or to fly up into the wind. To counteract this 
tendency it is necessary to keep the helm a-weather, and she is 

• then said to carry a weather helm. It is not surprising, therefore, 
that Toggles should at once catch at my name, and turn it into one 
which is so familiar to a seaman's ear. Indeed, to this day, I have 
often to stop and consider which is my proper name, and certainly 
could not avoid answering to that of Will Weatherhelm. 



A GALE. 21 

the schooner. It 'was my watch below when the gale 
came on, and I was awoke by the terrific blows which 
the schooner received on her bows, and what with the 
darkness and the confusion caused by the noise of the 
sea and the rattling of the blocks aloft, the stamp of 
feet overhead, and the creaking of the bulkheads, I fully 
believed the ship was going down, and that my last 
moment had come. I thought of my poor old grand- 
mother's warnings, and I would have given anything 
if I could have recalled my oath and found myself once 
more safe by her side. " All hands shorten sail F soon 
sounded in my ears. I slipped into my clothes in a 
moment, and hastened on deck. The sky overhead 
was as black as pitch, and looked as if it was coming 
down to crush the vessel between it and the ocean, 
and every now and then vivid flashes of lightning 
darted forth from it, playing round the rigging and 
showing the huge black seas as they came rolling up 
like walls capped with white foaming tops, with 
a loud rushing roar, as if they were about to over- 
whelm us. A rope's-end applied to my back made me 
start, and I heard the voice of old Cole, saying, " Hillo, 
youngster, what are you dreaming about 1 Up aloft 
there, and help furl the topsails." Aloft I went, though 
I thought every moment that I should be blown away 
or shaken from the shrouds ; and when I got on the 
yards, I had to hold with teeth and eyelids, as the 
saying is, and very little use I suspect I was of. Still 
the sails, or rather what remained of them, were furled, 
and I had been aloft in a gale. I very soon learned to 
think nothing of it. 

We were many days regaining our lost ground, and 
it was three weeks after leaving Falmouth before we 
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sighted the Rock of Gibraltar. We did not stop there, 
bat the wind being then fair, ran on through the Gut 
towards our destination. Inside the straits, we had 
light and baffling winds, and found ourselves drifted 
over to the African shore, not far from the Riff Coast. 
We kept a sharp look-out and had our guns ready 
shotted, 'for the gentry thereabouts have a trick of 
coming off in their fast-pulling boats, if they see an 
unarmed merchantman becalmed ; and, as a spider 
does a fly caught in his web, carrying her off and 
destroying her. They are very expeditious in their 
proceedings. They either cut the throats of the crew 
or sell them into slavery, carry all the cargo, and 
rigging, and stores on shore, and burn the hull that no 
traces of their prize may remain. Charley told me 
this ; but we agreed, as we were well armed, if they 
came off to us, they might And that they had caught a 
Tartar. 

The captain and mates had their glasses constantly 
turned towards the shore. The sun was already sink- 
ing towards the west, when I heard the captain exclaim, 
" Here they come ! Now, my lads, let's see what you 
are made of." We all, on this, gave a loud cheer, and 
I could see six or eight dark specks just stealing out 
clear of the land. Charley and I were in high glee at 
the near prospect of a skirmish, for we both of us had 
a great fancy for smelling gunpowder. 

Old Cole heard us boasting of what we would do. 
" Just wait, my boys, till you see some hundreds of 
those ugly blackamoors, with their long pikes, poking 
away at you, and climbing up the side of the schooner, 
and you will have reason to change your tone, I 
suspect, 1 ' said he, as he turned on his heel away from us. 
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" Here comes a breeze off the land !" exclaimed Mr. 
Iffley ; " we may wish the blackguards good-bye before 
they come up with us. The breeze came and sent us a 
few fathoms through the water, and then died away 
and left the sails flapping as before idly against' the 
masts, while at the same time the row-boats came 
nearer and nearer. The captain walked the deck with 
his glass under his arm, every now and then giving a 
glance at the approaching boats, and then holding up 
his hand to ascertain if the breeze was coming back 
again. Once more the sails filled, and his countenance 
brightened. Stronger and stronger came the breeze. 
The schooner felt its force, and now began to rush 
gaily through the water. " Hurrah ! she walks along 
briskly !" he exclaimed, looking over the side. " We 
may wish the gentlemen in the boats good evening."' 

I was surprised to find the captain so glad to get away 
from the pirates. I thought it was somewhat cowardly 
of him, and that he would rather have stopped and 
fought them. Charley laughed when I told him this. 
" He is as brave a man as ever stepped," he answered. 
" He has his own business to attend to, and that is to 
carry his cargo to the port we are bound for. What 
good would he have got had he fought the pirates, even 
though he had knocked them to pieces F 

The breeze continuing, and darkness coming on, we 
very soon lost sight of the boats. It was nearly a 
fortnight after this that we made the coast of Sicily 
and saw Mount Etna towering up with a flaming top 
into the clouds. We stood on towards the Bay of 
Naples. A bright mist hung over the land as we ap- 
proached it soon after sunrise, like a veil of gauze, but 
still thick enough entirely to conceal all objects from 
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our view. Suddenly, as if obeying the command of an 
enchanter's wand, it lifted slowly before us and re- 
vealed a scene more beautiful than any I ever expected 
to behold. On the right was the bright green island 
of Capri, with Torento and its ruined columns beyond 
it. Before us was the gay white city of Naples, with 
its castles and moles below rising upwards out of the 
blue sparkling waters on the side of a hill, amid orange 
groves and vineyards, and crowned at its summit by a 
frowning fortress, while on the left was the wildly 
picturesque island of Frocida and the promontory of 
Baise, every spot of which was full of classic associa- 
tions, which, however, the little knowledge I had 
picked up was scarcely sufficient to enable me to ap- 
preciate, and in which even now, I must own, I could 
not take the interest they deserve. Still the beauty 
of the scene fixed itself in my memory never to be 
eradicated. 
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CHAPTER II. 

Greek pirates — A suspicions stranger — My first fight — Desperate 
encounter — Our fete sealed — The sinking vessel — The mate's 
death — We secure a boat — Down she goes — Our perilous voyage — 
Loss of another shipmate — Death of Edward Seton — My promise 
— 4 strong breeze—A gale springs up — A heavy sea. 

Haying discharged our cargo at Naples, the captain, 
finding that we could get no freight home from thence 
at the time, determined to go to Smyrna, where he 
knew that he could obtain one of dried fruit, figs, and 
currants, and raisins. We spent ten days there, and 
on our homeward voyage, keeping somewhat to the 
northward of our course, got among the islands of the 
Greek Archipelago. At that time a great many of the 
petty Greek chiefs, driven by the Turks from their 
hereditary domains, had established themselves on any 
rocky island they could find, with as many followers as 
they could collect, and nothing loth, used to carry on 
the respectable avocation of pirates. Some possessed 
only lateen-rigged craft, or open boats, but others owned 
fine large vessels, ships and brigs, strongly armed and 
manned. Though they attacked any Turkish vessels 
wherever they could find them, they were in no respect 
particular, if compelled by necessity to look out for 
other prey, and the merchantmen of any civilized 
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d at ion which came in their way had but a small chance 
of escape. 

I observed some little anxiety on the countenances 
of the officers, and a more careful watch than usual 
was kept on board at night, while in the daytime the 
captain or first-mate was continually aloft, and more 
than once the course was changed to avoid a strange 
sail The winds were light and baffling, so that we 
were detained among the islands for some time. At 
last we got a fair breeze from the northward, though 
it was light, and we were congratulating ourselves that 
we should have a quick run to the westward. We had 
been standing on for a couple of hours or so, when 
I saw the master and mates looking out anxiously 
ahead. I asked Charley Iffley what it was they saw ? 

" An ugly-looking big brig, which has a cut they 
don't like about her," was the answer. " When we 
were out here the last time, we sighted just such 
another chap. A hundred or more cut-throat looking 
fellows were dancing on her decks, and we had every 
expectation that they would lay us aboard when a 
man-of-war hove in sight, and she prudently cut her 
stick. The man-of-war made chase, but a Thames 
barge might as well have tried to catch a wherry. The 
pirate was out of sight in no time." 

" But if this stranger should prove to be a gentleman 
of the same profession, what shall we do, Charley ?" 
I asked. 

" Run away if we can, and fight him if he comes up 
with us," he replied. 

I thought he did not seem quite so anxious about 
fighting as he had been when we were off the Riff coast. 
Indeed from what I could learn, should the vessel in 
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sight prove to be a Greek pirate, we might find a 
struggle with her no joking matter. That she was so, 
I found the captain and officers entertained not the 
slightest doubt. The schooner was brought on a wind 
and stood away to the southward, but the brig imme- 
diately afterwards changed her course for the same 
direction. The captain on this called the crew aft, and 
told us that he intended to try and make his escape, 
but that if he did not succeed, we must fight for our 
lives, for if overcome we should all have our throats 
cut. Charley and I, and La Motte, gave a shrill cheer, 
in which we were joined by two or three of the other 
men, but the old hands merely growled out, " Never 
fear; no man wants to get his throat cut, so we'll 
fight" I was surprised at their want of enthusiasm ; 
but when men have been much knocked about in the 
world, and have all their finer feelings blunted, that, 
among other sentiments, is completely battered out of 
them. 

When Captain Tooke saw the brig change her 
course, he hauled the schooner close on a wind, but the 
brig instantly hauled her wind also, and we very soon 
saw that she was rapidly overhauling us. The truth 
is that English merchantmen of those days were mere 
tubs compared to those of foreign nations ; and even 
the Kite, though a fast vessel of her class, was very 
inferior to the craft of the present day of the same rig. 
Thus we saw that there was little chance of escaping a 
fight should the stranger prove to be a pirate, unless 
some man-of-war might heave in sight, or some large 
merchantman, able to help us. 

While we were trying the speed of our heels, every 
possible preparation was made for fighting ; boarding 
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nettings were triced up ; our two guns were carefully 
loaded ; the small arms were got up and distributed 
among the people, who fastened on the cutlasses round 
their waists and stuck the pistols in their belts. Charley 
and I had got hold of a pistol apiece, and purposed 
committing great execution with them, but I was con- 
demned to help La Motte to hand up powder and shot 
from below, greatly to Master Charley's amusement, 
who looked down and asked how I liked being a 
powder-monkey. As I every now and then shoved 
my head through the hatchway, I saw that the brig 
was coming up rapidly after us. I had been down 
some little time, when just as I came up and was look- 
ing about me, my ears were saluted with a loud hissing 
whirl, and I saw our main gaff shot away at the jaws 
and come tumbling down on deck. This made the 
schooner fall off the wind somewhat. 

"Fire, my lads ! fire !" shouted Captain Tooke, "and 
see if we can't repay them in kind." 

Our lee-gun had been run over to the weather side, 
and all guns were fired at once, discharged by some of 
our best hands, old men-of-war's men. Still as no cry 
of satisfaction followed, I suspected that they had not 
succeeded in damaging the enemy. A whole broadside 
from the Greek now came rattling down upon us. I 
could not resist giving a look up on deck. Several of 
pur poor fellows had been knocked over, and lay 
writhing in agony. Some were binding up their 
wounds, and one lay half hanging over the hatchway 
shot through the body. Such another iron shower 
would speedily clear our decks of every living 
being. As to striking our flag, or crying out for 
mercy, that was out of the question ; we were contend- 
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ing with people who had received none from their 
oppressors, and had not learned to show it to others. 
Those not required to work the two guns, began blazing 
away with the muskets, but in that arm also the pirate 
was infinitely our superior. Her shot from another 
broadside came rushing fiercely over us. This time 
no one on deck was hit, but the effects aloft were dis- 
astrous. ' Both our topsail-yards were wounded, and 
several braces and much of our standing rigging shot 
through* Our people fought as well as any men-of- 
war's men, and our captain showed that though he was 
a rough diamond he was a brave fellow. A third 
broadside reduced our rigging to a perfect wreck, and 
masts, and spars, and blocks came tumbling down from 
aloft in melancholy confusion. All this time the wiud 
had been increasing, and it now blew a pretty smart 
breeze. We might have still a chance if we could 
knock away some of the enemy's spars, and keep him 
from boarding us. Our hull had received no material 
injury, and if a gale came on we might weather it out 
till perhaps some ship might come to our rescue. 
Having got up all the powder and shot required, I 
came on deck. I asked Charley what he thought of 
the state of things. He was looking very pale ; his 
shirt-sleeve was tucked up at the elbow, and there was 
blood on his arm, which a musket-ball had just 
grazed. 

u Don't ask me, Will," said he. " What can we do 
against that big fellow? We shall all be food for fishes 
before long I suppose." 

I looked at the brig, which was twice our size and 
uninjured in rigging, and was closely approaching 
us. while I could make out that her decks were crowded 
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with men in a variety of Eastern costumes, mostly such 
as I had seen on board the Greek vessels at Smyrna. 
By this time it was blowing fresh, and a good deal of sea 
had got up ; the schooner having no canvas aloft to 
steady her, was pitching and tumbling about in an 
awful way. Our fate was sealed. I remembered all 
the dreadful stories I had heard, and the atrocities 
committed by these Greek pirates; but I had little 
time for thought. On came the pirate; showers of 
musket-balls swept our decks, and round shot came 
crashing through our side. In another instant her 
grappling-irons were thrown aboard ; and as a huge 
spider catches a miserable fly, so did our big antagonist 
hold us struggling and writhing in his grasp. 

We had fought as long as we could ; but what could 
we do against such overwhelming numbers 9 We did 
not strike to the villains at all events, for we had not 
a man by this time left on his legs to haul down the 
flag, even had we wished to do so. The pirates, with 
fierce shouts, waiting till the sides of the vessels rolled 
together, leaped, sword in hand, on our decks. The 
captain and mates continued fighting to the last, as if 
resolved to sell their lives dearly. Some were driven 
overboard, several were knocked down below, and so 
saved their lives for the moment, while the greater 
number were unable to lift hand or foot in their 
defence. I was among them. A shot grazed me, I 
could scarcely tell where, my whole body was in such 
agoDy ; but overcome with it I lay without power of 
moving. This was perhaps fortunate, for had any of 
us shown signs of life; the pirates would probably have 
despatched us at once. As it was, they merely shoved 
us out of the way, while they set to work to get out 
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the cargo. Though I could not move, my eye was able 
to follow them, and from the expeditious way in which 
they proceeded about their work, they were evidently 
well practised in it. Every moment I expected to 
find my existence finished by having the point of a 
sword or a pike run into me. I suppose after this that 
I went off into a swoon, for when I again looked up the 
pirates had left the vessel, and I could see the topsails 
of their brig just as they were sheering oft My first 
impulse was that of joy to think that I was saved. I 
tried to rise, and fancied that I might have strength 
sufficient to do so ; but then I thought it better to be 
perfectly still, lest the pirates should see me moving 
about, and take it into their heads to fire and perhaps 
finish me. My feelings were very dreadful. I knew 
not how many of my companions might have escaped. 
Perhaps I might be soon the only survivor left alone 
on the shattered wreck, for the groans of my com- 
panions still alive showed that they were desperately 
wounded; or perhaps my doom was already fixed, 
and my hours were drawing to a close. I could 
scarcely bear to hear those sounds of pain, yet I dared 
not move to render assistance. I waited for some 
time, and then I slowly turned round my head, and 
ventured to look if the vessel could be seen from where 
I lay. She was not visible, so I crawled to a port 
through which I could see her about a mile off, stand- 
ing away to the eastward. I now felt that, provided 
no one showed their heads .above the bulwarks, we 
should be safe. A cask of water stood on the deck for 
daily use. I crawled to it, and took a draught of the 
precious fluid, which much revived me. I never tasted 
a more delicious draught in my life. I took the tin 
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cup, and crawled to the nearest person who appeared 
to be alive. It was the captain. He was groaning 
heavily. " Here's a cup of water, sir," I said ; " it 
will do you good. The pirates are off, and I do not 
think they are coming back again." 

At first he did not seem to understand me ; then 
he took the mug of water, and drained it to the bottom. 

" What, gone, are they ?" he at length exclaimed. 
" Ah, lad, is that you 9 Well, what has happened 9 
Oh ! I know. Help me up, and we'll see about it" 

I did my best, hurt as I was, to raise him up. In 
a short time he very much recovered. Both he and I 
it appeared had been knocked over by the wind of a 
round shot, and had been rather stunned than seriously 
hurt 

The captain, as he lay on the deck, bound up my 
wound for me with a kindness I did not expect from 
him. As soon as he was somewhat recovered, he told 
me to come with him and examine into the state of 
affairs. Many of the crew lay stiff and stark on deck 
— their last fight over. We carried the water to the 
few who remained alive, and very grateful they were 
for it. Among the killed was the first mate; but 
poor Charley I did not see. I saw another man moving 
forward. I crawled up to him. It was Edward Seton. 
I gave him the mug of water. He thanked me grate- 
fully. 

" I'm afraid that I am in a bad way, Weatherhelm," 
said he ; " but see what you can do for me, and I'll try 
and get about and help the captain : tell him." 

Under his directions I bound up his wounds as well 
as I could, and in a little time he began to crawl about, 
though it seemed to give him great pain to do so. On 
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looking into the hold we found that several men were 
there. The captain hailed them, and gave the welcome 
news that the pirate was off, and that they might 
venture on deck. As soon as they heard his voice 
they sprang up, but looks of horror were on their 
countenances. 

" It's all over with us, sir," said they. " The villains 
have bored holes in the side, and the water is rushing 
in by bucketsful." 

I accompanied the captain below. Unhappily he 
found that what they said was too true, and at the 
first appearance of things it looked as if the schooner 
could not swim another half hour. On further ex- 
amination, however, it appeared that, whatever might 
have been the intention of the villains, they had not 
bored the holes very cleverly. Some of them were 
through the timbers, and others were even above the 
water line, and they had providentially been prevented 
from finishing their work by breaking their auger, the 
iron of which was sticking in one of the timbers. 
When this had occurred they made the attempt to 
knock a hole through the ship's side; but they had 
found the ribs and planking too strong for their axes 
and had been compelled to desist before accomplishing 
their purpose. Why they did not set the schooner on 
fire I do not know. Perhaps because they were afraid 
that the blaze might attract the attention of any ship 
of war which might be in the neighbourhood, and 
bring her down upon them. At all events they re- 
frained from no tender feeling of love or mercy for us. 
" Don t give in, my lads," cried the captain, after he 
had examined the state of affairs. "All who can 
manage to move, come with me ; we may still have a 

i> 
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chance of saving our lives. See if any of you can 
find an axe and wood to make plugs to drive into 

these holes." 

The pirates had of course intended to heave over- 
board everything of the sort ; but fortunately, without 
loss of time, a hatchet was found under the windlass 
forward, where one of the men recollected he had left 
it, after chopping* wood for firing, and another dis- 
covered an axe in the carpenter's store-room, under a 
number of things which had been routed out of the 
chests by the pirates in their search for money. With 
these two tools we set to work, and as soon as a plug 
was cut, we drove it into such of the holes as let in 
the greatest quantity of water. There was no difii- 
culty in finding them, for the water spouted up in jets 
in all directions in the hold. 

It must be understood that what was already inside 
had not yet got to a level with the sea. Indeed, if it 
had, we should very soon have gone down. We sue- 
ceeded in stopping the greater number, but, unfortu- 
nately, two or three had been bored low down, and 
some of the cargo having washed over them, we could 
not contrive to reach the places to plug them. I 
guessed, when the fact was discovered, that all hopes of 
ultimately saving the vessel must be greatly diminished, 
though what we had done would enable her to float for 

some time longer. 

I have before been prevented mentioning anything 
respecting those of my shipmates who had escaped 
with their lives. The first person I saw below was old 
Cole. He was unhurt, and seemed to take matters as 
coolly and quietly as if they were of ordinary occurrence. 
He had, as I afterwards discovered, directly he saw the 



CHARLEY IFFLEY'S INDIFFERENCE. 35 

pirate brig running us aboard, gone below and stowed 
himself away. I ventured to ask him, on a subsequent 
occasion, how it was that he had not remained on 
deck and fought on like the rest. " Why, I will tell 
you, Will," said he ; "I have found out, by a pretty 
long experience, that if I don't take care of number one 
no one else will ; so when I saw that nothing more 
could be done to beat off the pirates, I thought to my- 
self, there's no use getting killed for nothing, so I'll 
just keep in hiding till I see how things go." La 
Motte, tlie Guernsey lad, was unhurt, but we picked up 
poor Charley Iffley with an ugly knock on his head, 
which had stunned him. He. didn't know that his 
father was killed. We let him perfectly recover be- 
fore we told him. I wished to have kept back the 
knowledge of this fact from him, but of course as soon 
as he came on deck he could not fail to discover it, so 
La Motte and I broke it to him gently. I was some- 
what shocked to find how little effect it had on him. 

" What, father dead, is he ? Well, what am I to do 
then, I wonder % " was his unfeeling observation. 

" And this is the person whom I thought so fine a 
fellow, and by whom I was guided rather than by those 
who loved me best in the world," I thought to myself. 
Still, I could not help feeling compassion for ray friend, 
and I believe he really did feel his father's loss more 
than his words would have led me to suppose. 

Having done all we could below, the captain called 
us all on deck to examine into the state of the boats, 
and to see if any of them were fit to carry us to the 
nearest shore. A glance showed us their condition. 
The spars which had fallen from aloft and the shot of 
the enemy, had done them no little damage, and the 

d2 



36 WILL WEATHERHELM. 

villanou8 pirates, before leaving us, had stove in their 
sides and hove the oars overboard, to prevent any of us 
who might survive from making use of them. I felt 
my heart sink within me when I saw this, but none 
of us gave way to despair. It is not the habit of 
British seamen, while a spark of life remains in them. 
The longboat was in the' best condition, but with our 
yards gone, we could not hoist her out, even had we had 
all the crew fit for the work, so that we were obliged to 
content ourselves with trying to patch up the jolly- 
boat, which we might launch over the side. 

The carpenter was among the killed, so that had the 
pirates left us all his tools, we could not have repaired 
the boat properly, and the captain therefore ordered 
us to set to work to cover her over with tarred canvas, 
and to strengthen her with a framework inside. 
Thus prepared, there were some hopes that she might 
be able to float us, provided the weather did not grow 
worse. 

While the captain and old Cole, with the more ex- 
perienced hands, were patching up the boat, he sent 
La Motte and me to try and find a spy-glass in the 
cabin. After some search we discovered one and took 
it to him. He watched the pirate brig through it 
attentively. " Hurra, my lads, she'll not come back !" 
he exclaimed. " She's standing under all sail to the 
eastward, and soon will be hull down." This announce- 
ment gave us all additional spirits to proceed with our 
work. La Motte and I were next sent to get up some 
mattresses from below on which to put the wounded 
men ; we also bound up their hurts as well as we 
could, and kept handing them round water, for they 
seemed to suffer more from thirst than anything else. 
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My own wound hurt me a good deal, but while I 
was actively employed for the good of others, I scarcely 
thought about it. I found that much progress was 
being made with the boat. There was plenty of can- 
vas, and a cask of Hockholm tar was found. After 
paying both the boat and a piece of canvas sufficiently 
large to cover her over with the tar, the canvas was 
passed under her keel and fastened inside the gunnel on 
either side. It went, of course, from stem to stern, and 
the thickly tarred folds nailed over the bows served 
somewhat to strengthen them. In our researches La 
Motte and I had found a hammer and a pair of pincers, 
which were very useful, as they enabled us to draw 
out the nails from the other boat with which to 
fasten on the canvas. As the boat would require much 
strengthening inside, a framework of some small 
spars we had on board was made to go right round 
her gunnel, from which other pieces were nailed down 
to the seats, and two athwart, inside the gunnel, to 
prevent her upper works from being pressed in. Besides 
this, some planks were torn from the longboat, and 
with them a weather streak was made to go round the 
jolly-boat, and this made her better able to contend 
with a heavy sea. 

When we had performed our first task the captain 
sent us with the second mate to get up such provisions 
and stores as we might require, with some small 
beakers to fill with water. He then came himself to 
judge how fast the water was gaining on us, and seeing 
that the schooner would swim some time longer, he 
had another thick coat of tar put on, and an additional 
coat of canvas nailed over her. It was lucky this 
was done, for as the tar had not time to sink into the 
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canvas, I do not think the first would for any 
length of time have kept the water out. We had still 
much to do, for we had neither oars, spars, nor Rails 
fitted for the boat. In half an hour more, however, we 
had got fashioned two pairs of oars, in a very rough 
way certainly, but such as would serve in smooth 
water well enough. We had stepped two masts and 
fitted two lugs and a jib, and fortunately the rudder 
had not been injured, so- that we were saved the 
trouble of making one. I felt my heart somewhat 
lighter when the work was finished, and we were able 
to launch the boat over the side where the bulwarks 
had been knocked away when the enemy ran us 
aboard. She swam well, and we at once began putting 
what we required into her. The pirates had carried off 
all the compasses they could find, but the captain 
had a small spare one in a locker which had not 
been broken open, and this he now got out, with a 
chart and quadrant they had also overlooked. Thus 
we might contrast our condition very favourably with 
that of many poor fellows, who have been compelled 
to leave their . sinking ships in the mid Atlantic or 
Pacific hunjdreds of miles from any known coast, 
without chart or compass, and with a scant supply of 
water and provisions. 

We had no difficulty in stowing water and provisions 
for the remnant of the crew to last us till we could 
reach Zante or Cephalonia, or some part of the Grecian 
coast ; for that, I heard the captain say, would be the 
best direction to steer. We first put the wounded who 
could not help themselves into the boat, and the rest 
were following, when the captain stopped us. 

" Stay, my ladsi" said he. " The schooner will float 



. FUNERAL AT SEA. 39 

for some time longer, and we must not leave the bodies 
of oar poor shipmates aboard her to be eaten by the 
fish with as little concern as if they were animals." 

"All right, sir," answered the men, evidently 
pleased. " We wouldn't wish to do so either, sir, 
but we thought you were in a hurry to be off." 

We set to work at once, for all hands knew what he 
meant, and we sewed each of the bodies up in canvas, 
with shot at their feet. 

" Can anybody say any prayers 1" asked the captain. 

No one answered. Of all the crew, no one had a 
Prayer-book, nor was a Bible to be found. I had one, 
I knew, which had been put into my chest by my 
grandmother, but I was ashamed to say it was there, 
and I had not once looked at it since I came to sea. 
Edward Seton, however, who had been put into the boat, 
heard the question. " I have a Prayer-book, sir," he 
said. "If I may be hoisted on deck, I will read the 
funeral service." The captain accepted his offer. He 
was taken out of the boat and propped up on a 
mattress. He read the Church of England burial 
service with a faltering voice (he himself looking like 
death itself) over the bodies of those whom it appeared 
too probable that he would shortly follow. 

It might, perhaps, have been more a supersti- 
tious than a religious feeling which induced my 
rough uneducated shipmates to attend to the service, 
but it seemed to afford them satisfaction, and it may, 
perhaps, at all events, have done some of us good. 
Then the poor fellows were launched overboard, with 
a sigh, for their loss, for they were brave fellows, and 
died fighting like British seamen. Charley stood by 
while his father's body was committed to the deep, 
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and he cried very heartily, as if he really felt hi* loss. 
Then, slowly, one after the other of us went into the 
boat. The captain was the last to quit the schooner. 
For some time we held on. The captain evidently 
could not bring himself to give the order to cast off — 
indeed it was possible that the vessel might still float 
for some time longer ; still it is difficult to say when a 
water-logged vessel may go down. Had we hung on 
during the dark, we might have been taken by sur- 
prise, and not have been able to get clear in time. I 
heard the captain propose to Mr. Cole to set her on 
fire, in the hopes that the blaze might bring some vessel 
down to our relief ; but I suspect that he had not the 
heart to do it. At last, as night was coming on, he 
gave the order " cast off." I suspect he never gave a 
more unwilling one. Not another word did he say, 
but he gave a last lingering look at the craft he had so 
long commanded, and then turned away his head. 

Our lugs were hoisted, for the wind had come round 
to the southward, and away we stood for Cephalonia. 
It was a beautiful night, the sea was smooth and 
the wind was light — indeed we would rather have 
had more of it — the stars came brightly out of the 
clear sky, and there was every appearance of fine 
weather. There seemed to be no reason to doubt that 
all would go well, if the wind did not again get up ; 
however, as we had just had a strong blow, there was 
a prospect of its continuing calm till we got to our 
destination. The night passed away pretty well — all 
hands slept by turns, and, for my own part, I could 
have slept right through it, had it not been that 
the groans of one of my companions, who lay close to 
me, sounded in my ears and awoke me. I sat up and 
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recognised the voice of poor Edward Seton. La Motte 
and I, who were closest to him, did all we could to 
assuage his pain. We bathed his wounds and supplied 
him with drink, but his tortures increased till towards 
the morning, when on a sudden he said that he felt more 
easy. At first, I fancied that all was going right with 
him ; but soon the little strength he had began to fail, 
and as the sun rose, and fell on his pale cheeks, T saw 
that the mark of death was already there. I spoke to 
him and asked him what I could do for him. He was 
perfectly conscious of his approaching death. 

" You have done all you could for me, Will," he an- 
swered, in a low faint voice, not audible to the rest. " It 
is all over with me in this world. I am glad that you 
are near me, for you think more like me, you know more 
than the rest of our shipmates ; but, Weatherhelm, let 
a dying man warn you, as you know better than others 
what is right, so are your responsibilities greater, and 
thus more will be demanded of you by the Great Judge 
before whom I am about to stand, and you will have 
to stand ere long. Oh, do not forget what 1 have said. 
And now I would ask a favour for myself. I have a 
mother living near Hull, and one I love still better, 
a sweet young girl I was to have married. Find 
out my mother — she will send for her — see them both 
— tell them how I died — how I was doing my duty 
faithfully as a seaman, and how I thought of them to 
the last." 

" Yes, yes," I answered, " I'll do my best to fulfil 
your wishes." I took his hand and pressed it. A fear- 
ful change came over his countenance, and he was a 
corpse. I hoped to be able to keep my promise, for 
often the only satisfaction a dying seaman has, is to 
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know that his shipmates will faithfully carry his last 
messages to those he loves best on earth. The body 
was dragged forward into the bow of the boat, for rough 
as were the survivors, all esteemed Edward Seton, and 
no one liked to propose without necessity to throw his 
remains overboard before they were cold. 

At noon the captain took an observation, and found 
that since leaving the schooner the previous evening we 
had run about forty miles, which showed that we had 
been going little more than two and a half knots an 
hour — for the wind had been very light all the time. 
Still we were far better off than if it had been blowing 
a gale. As, however, the day drew on, clouds began 
to collect in the horizon, forming heavy banks which 
grew darker and darker every instant. I saw the 
captain and mate looking at them anxiously. 

" We are going to have another blow before long," ob- 
served Mr. Cole. " If we could have got under the lee of 
some land before it came on, it would be better for us." 

t( No doubt about that, Mr. Cole ; but as we have 
no land near us, if the gale catches us we must weather 
it out as men best can," answered the captain. 

The mate was unfortunately right, and somewhere 
about the end of the afternoon watch a strong breeze 
sprung up from the southward, which soon caused a 
good deal of sea. The boat was hauled close to the 
wind on the larboard tack, but she scarcely looked up 
to her course, besides making much lee-way. She 
proved, however, more seaworthy than might have 
been expected, but we shipped a good deal of water 
at times, to the great inconvenience of the wounded 
men, and we had to keep constantly baling with our 
hats, or whatever we could lay hold of. As it became 
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necessary to lighten the boat as much as possible, the 
captain ordered us to sew the body of poor Seton up 
in his blanket, and to heave it overboard. No one 
present was able to read the burial service over him, 
and he who had so lately performed that office for his 
shipmates was committed to the deep without a prayer 
being said over him. I thought it at the time very 
shocking; but I have since learned to believe that 
prayers at a funeral are uttered more for the sake of 
the living than the dead, and that to those who have 
departed it matters nothing how or where their body 
is laid to rest. Of course we had no shot to fasten to 
poor Seton's body. For a short time it floated, and as 
I watched it with straining eyes, surrounded by masses 
of white foam blown from the summits of the rising 
waves, I thought of the awful warning he had lately 
uttered to me, and felt that I, too, might be summoned 
whither he was gone. 

The wind and sea were now rapidly rising. In a 
short time it had increased very much, and as the waves 
came rolling up after us, they threatened every instant 
to engulf the boat. She had begun to leak also very 
considerably, and do all we could, we were unable to 
keep her free of water. 

" We must lighten the boat, my lads," said the cap- 
tain. " Don't be downhearted, though ; we shall soon 
make the land, and then we shall find plenty of pro- 
visions to supply the place of what we must now cast 
away.' 

Some of the men grumbled at this, and said that 
they had no fancy to be put on short allowance, and 
that they would keep the provisions at all risks. I 
never saw a more sudden change take plaoe in any 
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man than came over the countenance of the captain at 
this answer. Putting the tiller into the mate's hand, 
he sprung up from his seat. " What, you thought I 
was changed into a lamb did you ? n he exclaimed in a 
voice of thunder. " Wretched idiots ! just for the sake 
of indulging for a few hours in gluttony, you would 
risk your own lives and the lives of all in the boat. 
The first man who dares to disobey me, shall follow 
poor Seton out there — only he will have no shroud 
to cover him. You, Storr, overboard with that keg ; 
Johnson, do you help him." The men addressed obeyed 
without uttering another word, and the captain went 
back to the stern-sheets, and issued his orders as calmly 
as if nothing had occurred. 

" The captain was like himself, as I have been accus- 
tomed to see him," I thought to myself " Sorrow for 
the loss of his vessel and his people changed him for a 
time, and now he is himself again." 

I was not quite right though. Rough as he looked, 
he was born with a tender heart ; but habit, example, 
and independent command, and long unconstrained 
temper, made him appear the fierce savage man I often 
thought him. A large quantity of our water and pro- 
visions, and stores of all sorts, were thrown overboard, 
as was everything that was not absolutely necessary, to 
lighten the boat as much as possible. Yet do all we 
could, however, there appeared to be a great proba- 
bility that we should never manage to reach the shore. 
The water had also somehow or other worked its way 
between the canvas at the joints in the fore and 
after part of the boat, in addition to the seas which 
came in over the gunnel. To assist in keeping it out, 
we stuffed everything soft we could find, bits of blanket, 
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our shirt-sleeves and handkerchiefs, into the holes in 
the planks, though of course but little good was thus 
effected. In vain we looked round on every side in 
hopes that our eyes might rest on some object to give 
us cause for hope. Darker and more threatening grew 
the sky, louder roared the wind, and higher and higher 
rose the seas. Scarcely half an hour more remained 
before darkness would come down on us. With no 
slight difficulty the boat had been kept steadily before 
the seas with the advantage of daylight — at night, with 
the sea still higher, we could scarcely expect that she 
could be kept clear. It was indeed with little hope 
of ever again seeing it rise that we watshed the sun 
sinking towards the western horizon. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Voyage in the boat continued — Gale blowing strong — A sail in sight 
— Will she pass us? — A French brig — Life on board — Reach 
Smyrna — Sailor's friendships— Our pranks on shore — The 
plague — Charley's fears — Sent on board the Fate — Once more 
afloat — Homeward bound. 

A look of blank, sullen despair was stealing over the 
countenances of most of the crew. Charley Iffley sat 
with his hands before him, and his head bent down, 
without saying a word, and seemingly totally uncon- 
scious of what was taking place. When I spoke to 
him he did not answer or look up. I supposed that he 
was thinking of his father, and grieving for his loss, 
so, after two or three trials, I did not again attempt 
to rouse him up. La Motte and I occasionally ex- 
changed remarks ; but when the wind again got up, 
and we expected every moment that the boat would 
go down, we felt too much afraid and too wretched to 
talk. The captain was the only person who kept up 
his spirits. Once more he rose from his seat, and 
stepped on to the after-thwart, holding on by the main- 
mast. I watched his eye as he cast it round the 
horizon. I saw it suddenly light up. " A sail ! my 
lads, a sail !" he exclaimed, pointing to the westward. 
Not another word was spoken for some time. We 
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kept on our course, and we were soon able to ascertain 
that the stranger was standing almost directly for us. 
The captain at once resolved to try and get on board 
her, whatever she might prove, rather than run the 
risk of passing the night in the boat. He on this put 
the boat about, for had we continued on the course we 
were then steering she might have gone ahead of us. 
Our great anxiety was now to make ourselves seen before 
the night closed down upon us. We had a lantern, 
but its pale light would not have been observed at any 
distance. Just before the sun sank into the ocean we 
were near enough to the stranger to make out that she 
was a large brig, apparently a ship of war, and by the 
cut of her canvas, and her general appearance, she 
was pronounced to be French. Though all my younger 
days we were at loggerheads with them, there hap- 
pened just then, for a wonder, to be a peace between 
oar two nations, so there was no fear but what we 
should be treated as friends. 

The sun sank ahead of us with a fiery and angry 
glow, while the clouds swept by rapidly overhead, 
and every now and then a flash of lightning and 
a loud roar of thunder made us anxious to find our- 
selves on board a more seaworthy craft than the frail 
boat in which we floated. We had no firearms with 
us, for the pirates had carried away or thrown over- 
board all they found on board the schooner, so we had 
no means of making a night signal. However, as there 
was still a little light remaining, we lashed two oars 
together, and made fast at one end an ensign, which 
had fortunately been thrown into the boat. The 
captain then stood up and waved it about to try and 
attract the attention of those on board the brig. I 
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felt inclined to shout out, under the feeling that far off 
as she was my feeble voice would be heard. On we 
flew through the water at a rate which threatened 
every instant to tear the canvas off the boat's bottom, 
while the seas at the same time constantly came on 
board and nearly swamped us. Time passed away ; 
the gloom of evening thickened around us. Our hearts 
sank within our bosoms. It seemed too probable that 
the stranger would pass without observing us. .We 
were again almost in despair, when the boom of a gun 
came rolling over the water towards us. To our ears 
it was the sweetest music, a sign that we were seen, 
and a promise we believed that we should not be 
deserted. On stood the man-of-war directly for us; 
but it had now grown so dark, that though we could 
see her from her greater bulk, we could scarcely hope 
that those on board her could see us. We had two 
serious dangers to avoid. If we stood directly in 
her course, so rapidly was she going through the 
water, she might run over us before we could pos- 
sibly make ourselves heard; while, if we kept too 
much out of her way, she might pass us, and we 
might miss her altogether. Fortunately we succeeded 
in getting our lantern lighted, and the captain sent me 
to hold it up forward as soon as we drew near her. 
On she came ; another minute would decide our fate ; 
when we saw her courses hauled up, her topgallant 
sails furled, and coming up on the wind, she hove to 
on the larboard tack, scarcely a cable's length from us. 
We stood on a little, and then putting the boat about, 
we fetched up under her lee-quarter and ran along- 
side. A rope was hove to us, and lights were shown 
to enable us to get on board. 
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Our captain spoke a little French, though it was of 
a very free-and-easy sort, I suspect. The brig proved 
to be, as he had thought, of that nation ; and such a 
jabbering and noise as saluted our ears I never have 
in all my life heard on board of a man-of-war. How- 
ever, they wished to deal kindly by us. They at once 
sent us down ropes with which the wounded men were 
hauled up, though there was great risk of getting them 
hurt in the operation. When this was done, the rest 
of us set to work to hand up all the more valuable 
things we had in the boat, not that the pirates had left 
us much, by-the-bye. While we were thus engaged, a 
squall struck the brig, and almost laid her on her 
beam-ends. We had just time to clamber up on board, 
when a sea swamped the boat, which was directly after- 
wards cut adrift ; the helm being then put up, the brig 
righted, and off she flew before the wind. The squall 
was quickly over (we had reason to be grateful that 
we had not been compelled to encounter it in the boat), 
and the brig was once more brought up on her course. 
We found that she was the Eurycde, of eighteen guns, 
and then bound for Smyrna. Though we would rather 
have been put on shore at Cephalonia, we were certain 
of there finding a vessel to carry us to Malta, if not 
home direct to England. 

The French captain and officers treated us very 
kindly, and the surgeon paid the greatest attention to 
the wounded ; but though I have been on board many 
a man-of-war since, I must say that I never have seen 
one in a worse state of discipline. One-half of the 
officers did not know their duty, and the other half did 
not do it ; and the men did just what they liked. They 
smoked and sang and danced the best part of the day, 
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while the officers played the fiddle or the guitar, or 
gambled with cards and dice, and very often danced and 
smoked with the men, which at all events was not the 
way to gain their respect. The captain was a very 
gentlemanly man, but had not been to sea since the 
war, and could not then have known much about a 
ship, so he did nothing to keep things right, and the 
great wonder to us was how he had managed not to 
cast her away long before we got on board her. I 
heard our captain say that he never saw a privateer in 
a worse state of discipline. Those were the republican 
times of France. Everybody who had got a head left on 
his shoulders was for liberty, equality, and fraternity ; 
or pretended to be just like the captain of the brig, 
who certainly didn't seem much to like the fraternity 
of the blackguards and ruffians he had to try and com- 
mand, but could not. The truth I have since learned 
by a pretty long experience. It is that liberty is a very 
good thing, and a very necessary thing, especially for 
men who are fitted to enjoy it ; but they must be fitted 
to value it as much as they must to be fitted to value any- 
thing else. Equality is a very good thing among people 
who have the same style of education ; and fraternity, 
above all things, we should feel for all our fellow- 
creatures, remembering that we are all of the same 
flesh and blood, and must all some day stand naked and 
trembling before the same Great Judge to be tried for 
how we have spent our time on earth ; but that does 
not make it necessary for the gentleman to be " hail 
fellow, well met" with the ruffian ; nor does the first 
show his brotherly kindness by shaking hands wjtb. 
the latter, or hob-nobbing with him across the pot- 
house table. 
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However great an advocate a man may be for liberty, 
equality, and fraternity, people soon find out that they 
do not by any means answer on board a man-of-war ; 
and yet I will say that on board a well-governed British 
ship, nowhere is more real fraternity found. Who 
more like real brothers than seamen who have been 
shipmates perhaps for years together on board different 
vessels, exposed to the same dangers, battling with 
storms and waves, supporting each other in the bloody 
fight, sharing the same food ; not a thought conceived 
but instantly expressed one to the other with the most 
perfect confidence between them. Such is real frater- 
nity, and such, when both are well principled, good 
tempered, and kind hearted, endures to the end of life. 
Such unhappily was not the friendship existing be- 
tween Charles Iffley and me. However, to return to 
the French brig-of-war. We had no reason to com- ' 
plain. Both the officers and men treated us very 
kindly, and were thoroughly good-natured. Since 
those days, too, a very great change has taken place in 
the French navy. Their officers are, as a rule, very 
gentlemanly men, and the crews are as well disciplined 
as in our own service ; indeed, should we unhappily 
again come to blows, we shall find them the most for- 
midable enemies we have ever encountered. 

We arrived at Smyrna without any adventure 
worthy of noting. Just as we entered the port, the 
Ellen brig, belonging to Messrs. Dickson, Waddilove, 
and Burk, the owners of the Kite, came in also, and 
we at once went on board her. Captain Mathews 
was her master ; he was one of the oldest and most 
trusted captains of the firm, and acted as a sort of agent 
for them at foreign ports. Whatever he ordered was 
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to be done. He could send their vessels wherever he 
thought best, and had full control, especially over the 
apprentices. Thus Charley, La Motte, and I at once 
found ourselves under his command. He was a good- 
natured, kind sort of a man, therefore I had no reason to 
complain. We found lying there another brig belong- 
ing to the same owners. She was called the Fate. It 
was the intention of Captain Tooke to return home in 
the EUen> and to take us three apprentices with him, 
while of course the rest of the men would be left to 
shift for themselves ; but there is a true saying that 
man proposes, but God disposes. 

We soon recovered from our fatigues and hardships, 
and got into fine health and spirits. The crews of the 
two brigs were allowed a considerable amount of li- 
berty, and did not fail to take advantage of it. Alto- 
gether we had a good deal of fun on shore. Charley 
and I were generally together. We had not much 
money between us, but we contrived to muster enough 
to hire a horse now and then ; and as we could not 
afford to have one apiece, we used to choose a long 
backed old hack, wMch carried us both, and off we set 
in high glee into tLe country. The grave old Turks 
looked on with astonishment, and called us mad 
Gaours, or some such name ; and the little boys used 
to throw stones at us, < >r spit as we passed, but we did 
not care for that ; w only laughed at them, and rode 
on. Once we rode into a village, and seeing an odd- 
looking building, we si greed that we should like to 
have a look into the i:» 1 Je. We accordingly tied up 
our long-backed horse t^ a tree, and as there was no 
one near of whom to ask leave, in we walked. It was 
a building with a high domo and lamps burning, which 
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hung down from the ceiling, and curtains, but there 
was not much to see, after alL Presently some old 
gentlemen in odd dresses appeared at the further end, 
and as soon as they saw us standing and looking as if 
we did not think much of the place, they made towards 
us with furious gestures, so we agreed that the sooner 
we took our departure the better. When we turned 
to run, they came on still faster, and as we bolted out of 
the mosque, — for so we found the building was called, — 
they almost caught us. We ran to our horse ; while 
Charley leaped on his back, I cast off the tow-rope, and 
then he caught my hand and helped me up behind him, 
and away we galloped as hard as we could go through 
the village. The old gentlemen could not run fast 
enough to overtake us, but they sang out at the top of 
their voices to some men in the street, and they called 
out to others, and very soon we had the whole popula- 
tion after us with sticks in their hands, heaving stones 
at our heads, and shouting and shrieking at us. Luckily 
the hubbub fiightened the old horse, and he went 
faster than he had done for many a day, and amid the 
barking of dogs, the shouts of the boys, the crying of 
children, and the shrieking of women, we made our 
escape from the inhospitable community. I had a 
good thick stick with which I belaboured the poor 
beast to urge him onward ; and after some time the 
Turks, seeing that they could not overtake us, gave up 
the chase, and we agreed that we had better not enter 
into their village till they had forgotten all about the 
circumstance. When we got on board, we were told 
that we were very fortunate to have escaped with our 
lives, as many Englishmen had been killed by the 
Turks for a similar act of folly. 
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Two days after this, one of the Ellen's men came on 
board, complaining of being very ill. In a short time 
another said he felt very queer, and both of them lay 
down on their chests and could eat no food or keep 
their heads up. Before long, Captain Mathews came 
below, and finding that they both had something seri- 
ously the matter with them, sent on shore for an 
English doctor who resided at the place. After some 
time the doctor came, and told the men to turn up 
their shirt-sleeves and to show him their arms. 

" I thought so," said he, turning to the captain ; " it 
is my unpleasant duty to tell you that you have got 
the plague on board. We have it bad enough on 
shore." 

I thought the captain would have fallen when he 
heard the news. " The plague !" he gasped out. "What 
is to be done, doctor V 

" Send the men on shore ; purify your ship, and get 
to sea as soon as you can," was the answer. 

But the plague is a oonqueror not easily put down. 
Before night two more men were seized, and the two 
first were oorpses. The captain of the Fate heard of 
what had happened, and sent his boats alongside to 
inquire how we were doing, but with strict orders that 
no one should come on board. No boat came the next 
day ; the plague had paid her a visit, and three of the 
crew were corpses. The moans and shrieks of the poor 
fellows were very dreadful when the fever got to its 
height.. One moment they might have been seen 
walking the deck in high health and spirits, and the 
next they were down with the malady and utterly 
unable to move. Sometimes three or four hours finished 
their sufferings, and the instant the breath was out of 
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their bodies we were obliged to heave them overboard. 
One after the other, the greater part of the crews of the 
two brigs sickened and died. We three apprentices 
had escaped, and so had our captain and Mr. Cole. 
The mate said he was not afraid of the plague or any 
other complaint, as he had got something which would 
always keep it away. Charley Iffley and I frequently 
asked him what it was. It was a stuff in a bottle 
which he used to take with his grog, and we suspected 
that he took it as an excuse for an extra glass of 
spirits. One cause why he escaped catching the plague 
was, that he never was afraid of it, — either he trusted 
to his specific, or felt sure that he should not catch it ; 
also, he never went on shore among the dirty parts of 
the town the men had frequented, and also lived 
separate from them on board. 

At length my companion Charley got ill. We 
lads had been removed to some temporary berths, put 
up in the hold, where we could have more air than 
forward. One day after I had gone on shore with the 
captain to bring off the doctor, not finding Charley on 
deck, I went down to look for him. I found him in 
the berth, tumbling about in bed and his eyes staring 

wildly. 

" Oh, Will ! I am going to die, and there's one thing 
weighs so heavy on my mind that I cannot die easy 
till I tell it to you !" he exclaimed, in a tone of anguish. 
" Just for my own pleasure I persuaded you to come 
to sea, and ever since you have had nothing but 
danger and trouble. You'll forgive me, wont you ? 
That's what I want to know." 

I told him, of course, that I forgave him heartily ; 
indeed, that I had never accused him of being the 
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cause of the sufEeriiig* whieh I had endured, in common 
with him and others. Them I loM him that he most 
not fancy thai he was going to die just because he felt 
a little 31, and that as the doctor was on board I would 
go and fetch him at once. 

The doctor came immediately, and, after examining 
him, applied some very strong remedies. I followed 
him on deck to inquire whether Charley really had 
the plague. u No doubt about it," was his reply ; 
u but if he drops into a sound sleep, I think he may 
throw it oif without further evil consequences," 

Anxiously I watched at the side of poor Charley's' 
bed. He talked a little — then was silent — and I found 
that he slept. I did not dare to leave his side lest 
any one should come into the berth and awake him. 
Hour after hour I waited, till at last I sank back on 
the chest on which I was sitting and fell fast asleep. 
When I awoke the sun was shining down through the 
main hatchway into the berth. I heard Charley s voice. 
It was low but quiet. 

u I am quite well now, Will," he said. " If the 
doctor, when he comes, will let me get up, I think I 
could go about my duty without difficulty." 

I was very glad to hear him speak in that way, but 
I told him that his strength had not returned, and that 
he must remain quiet for a day or two. From that 
moment, however, he got rapidly better, and in a 
week was almost as well as ever. He was the last 
person seized with the complaint on board the two 
brigs. On board the Fate, the master, and mates, and 
half the crew died; and had not we come in it 
would have been difficult to find hands to take her to 
sea. Captain Mathews, however, directed Captain 
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Tooke to take command of her, and sent Mr. Cole as 
mate, with Charley Iffley and me, while most of our 
men shipped on board her. I thought that we were 
to go home, but I found that my summer cruise was to 
be a very much longer affair than I had expected. 
Had I gone home then, I think that I should have 
followed my kind grandmother's wishes and given up 
the sea. Instead, however, of returning to England, 
the brig was employed running from place to place, 
wherever she could secure a freight. In that way I 
visited nearly every part of the coast of the Mediterra- 
nean. Sometimes we went up the Adriatic; then 
across to Alexandria; then to some port in Greece, 
or to one in Italy ; then up to Constantinople, and 
away over to the ports on the northern coast of Africa. 
I saw a number of strange people and strange sights, 
but have not now time to describe them. 

I wrote home several times to my grandmother and 
aunt; but, as I was always moving about, I got no 
answers. I thought very likely that my letters or. 
their replies had been wrongly directed ; still I began 
to grow very anxious to hear what had become of the 
only two relatives I had on earth, and whom alone I 
had really learned to love. After I had been out 
about a year I asked leave, if I could find the chance, 
to go home. The captain on this laughed at me, and 
reminded me that apprentices were not their own 
masters, and that I must make up my mind to stay 
where I was till the owners wanted the brig home. 

Three years passed away so rapidly that I was 
astonished to find how long I had been out in those 
seas. During all that time no accident had happened, 
and I began to hope that I was not going to suffer any 
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further misfortunes in consequence of my rash oath. 
I expressed my feelings to Charley Iffley. He laughed 
at me, and said that had nothing to do with the 
matter, that there was no great harm in what I had 
said, and that, consequently, I could not expect to 
be punished for it. I thought differently. I knew 
that there was harm, and felt that I might justly be 
punished. At first, after Charley had recovered from 
the plague, he appeared to have become a thoughtful 
and serious character, but, unhappily, he very soon 
fell off again, and was now as reckless as ever. At 
length the order came for us to return home. Merrily 
we tramped round at the capstan bars to a jolly song, 
as we got in our anchor for the last time, and made 
sail from the port of Leghorn. We passed the Straits 
of Gibraltar, and with a smooth sea and southerly 
wind we had a quick run to the Land's End, while our 
crew sang — 

To England we with favouring gale 
Oar gallant ship up Channel steer, 

While running under easy sail, 
The snow-white western cliffs appear. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Come in sight of Old England — Many a slip between the cup and 
the lip — The thoughts of home — Effects of drunkenness — 
Breakers ahead — Ship on shore — Saved in a boat — The Scilly 
Isles — Advantage of losing my shoes — Boat lost — I am again 
preserved — A night in a cave — Gto in search of assistance — 
Hospitable reception in the island — The old mate's death — Sail 
for Plymouth — Spring a leak — Loss of the Ellen — The wave- 
tossed raft— Death of our companions. 

We made the Land's End one morning in the middle 
of March, when a strong north-easterly gale sprung up 
in our teeth, and threatened to drive us back again 
into the middle of the Atlantic. After the bright 
sunny skies and blue waters of the South, how cold, and 
bleak, and uninviting looked our native land ; but yet 
most of us had friends and relations whom we hoped 
to see, and whom we believed would welcome us with 
warm hearts and kindly greetings, and we pictured to 
ourselves the green fields, and the shady woods, and the 
neat cottage, and picturesque lanes to be found inside 
those rocky barriers, and we longed to be on shore. 
The captain was as eager as any of us to reach home ; 
so, the brig being close hauled, with two reefs in her 
topsails, we endeavoured to beat up so as to get close 
under the land in Mount's Bay. It was a long busi- 
ness, though — tack and tack — no rest and wet jackets 
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ior all of us ; but what cared we for that 1 We had 
an important object to gain. Old England, our native 
land, was to windward. There we hoped to find rest 
from our toils for a season ; there each man hoped to 
find what in his imagination he had pictured would 
bring him pleasure, or happiness, or satisfaction of 
some sort. I've often thought how strange it is, that 
though men will toil, and labour, and undergo all sorts 
of hardships, to obtain some worldly advantage, some 
fancied fleeting good, and to avoid some slight ill or 
inconvenience, how little trouble do they take to obtain 
perfect happiness— eternal rest — and to avoid the most 
terrific, the most lamentable of evils, the being cast 
out for ever from the presence of the great, the glo- 
rious Creator of the universe, to dwell with the spirits 
of the lost 

I gave a short account of Captain Tooke and Mr. 
Cole, as they appeared to me when I first joined the 
unfortunate Kite. They had in no way altered. The 
captain was the same bold, daring seaman as ever, with- 
out any religious principle to guide him ; and, though 
his heart was not altogether hard or unkind, his 
manners were rough and overbearing, and he was often 
harsh and unjust to those below him. I have met 
numbers of merchant masters just like him from the 
same cause. They are sent early to sea without any 
proper training and without any right principles to 
guide them. If they are sharp, clever lads, they soon 
are made mates, and before they have learned to com- 
mand themselves they are placed in command over 
others. In most instances, their fathers, or relatives, 
or friends are masters or owners of vessels, and are in. 
a hurry to get them employed. The vessels are insured, 
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so that if, through their carelessness or ignorance, the 
vessels are cast away, that matters little, they consider. 
If the crew are lost, that is the fate of sailors. If the 
master escapes, they can easily get him a new vessel ; 
and as he has learned a lesson of caution, he will be all 
the better master for some time to come till the vessel 
is worn out, and then there will be no great harm if she 
is lost also. I speak of things as they were in my day. 
I am glad to say that a very great improvement has 
taken place of late years. 

Our old mate held the master in great awe and 
respect. This was fortunate, as it generally kept him 
sober ; still the old man never lost an opportunity of 
getting hold of his favourite liquor, and he would 
seldom leave the bottle while a drop remained. How- 
ever, he generally contrived to get tipsy in harbour 
just before he was going to bed, so that he could turn 
in and sleep off the effects ; and when now and then 
he was overtaken at sea, the men knew how to manage 
him ; and, as he was good-natured and indulgent, they 
generally contrived to conceal his state and save him 
from the anger of the captain. Something of this sort 
had occurred the very day we made the land. While 
the captain was on deck, he had gone into the cabin, 
where, in an open locker, he had discovered two bottles 
of ram. It was too tempting a prize not to be seized, 
and .he carried off both the bottles to his own cabin, 
carefully closing the locker. The captain did not dis- 
cover his loss. The old man went on deck, but soon 
making an excuse to go below, broached one of the 
bottles. He had made some progress through it before 
he was recalled on deck, and the condition on which 
he was verging did not then appear. The brig was 
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seemed to reply, " Yes — that is to be your fate ; but 
leap overboard and end it, and you will disappoint the 
malignity of the monarch of the tempest." Happily 
the prayers my good grandmother had taught me had 
not all been forgotten. At that moment I uttered a 
prayer for mercy and forgiveness, and I knew then for 
certainty that the instigation had come from the evil 
one for the purpose of destroying me body and soul. 
" O God, have mercy on me ; do what is best," I cried. 
Just then I was aroused by hearing the loud voice of 
the captain ordering the crew to get out the longboat. 
I hurried to lend a hand at the work. It seemed, 
however, almost a hopeless undertaking, so high ran 
the sea around us. Fortunately the masts still stood. 
We got the tackles hooked on to the yards, and, casting 
in oars and boat-hook and sails, hoisted away with a 
will. The boat swung clear of the side, and the 
moment she touched the water, the old mate, with 
Charley and I, and the greater number of the men, 
leaped into her. We were expecting the captain and 
the rest of the crew to follow, when a heavy sea, with 
a terrific roar, came rolling up towards us. We heard 
shrieks and cries for help from our shipmates. Both 
the masts went by the board, the boat narrowly escaping 
being crushed by the mainmast, and the brig instantly 
began to break up. We got out our oars, and pulled 
back the distance we had drifted, shouting out to the 
captain, and to any who might have remained on board, 
but no reply reached us. Again and again we shouted 
louder than ever, still there was no response. The old 
mate sat like one stupified; but the catastrophe his 
neglect had caused had had the effect of sobering him. 
One of the men who was more intelligent than the rest, 
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and often had charge of the deck at sea in the place of a 
second mate, said that he thought we had struck on the 
Bundle Stone, which is near the shore, between Mount's 
Bay and the Land's End, though we ought to have 
been a long way to the eastward of it. 

We had hard work to keep our own near the wreck ; 
but still we did not like to desert it while there was a • 
chance of picking up any of those who might have 
remained on it. We did our best to keep our eyes on 
it through the darkness, with the wind and rain and 
spray dashing in our faces. Another huge sea came 
rolling towards it. The crashing and tearing of the 
timbers reached our ears, and the water which washed 
round us was covered with fragments of the wreck, 
among which we ran a great risk of having the boat 
stove in ; but no voice was heard, nor could we see 
any one clinging to them. We had now to abandon 
all hope of saving any more of our unfortunate ship- 
mates, and had to think of our own safety. Just as 
we had come to this resolve, another sea rolled towards 
the wreck, and when it passed over not a fragment of 
her remained hanging together. We were in a sad 
plight. None of us had saved more than the clothes 
we had on our backs, and some of the watch below had 
not had time even to put on all theirs. In getting 
into the boat I had lost my shoes, which I thought a 
great misfortune, as my feet felt very cold, and I 
fancied when I got on shore that I should not be able 
to walk. We bent manfully to our oars, and tried to 
pull in for the shore ; but the gale came down stronger 
than ever on us, and we could not help being conscious 
that at all events we were making very little way. 
Still we persevered. We hoped there might be a lull ; 
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indeed we had nothing else to do but to pull on. Bitter, 
however, was the disappointment which awaited us 
when the morning broke, and we looked out eagerly 
for the land. Instead of being nearer we were much 
further off (six or seven miles at least), and were still 
rapidly drifting away to sea. The further we got off 
the land the greater danger there would be of the boat 
being swamped ; besides, we had saved no provisions, . 
and we had the prospect of a fearful death staring us 
in the face from hunger and thirst. The old mate 
had by this time been sufficiently aroused to compre- 
hend clearly the state of affairs. As I have said, he 
was, when sober, a good seaman, and thoroughly ac- 
quainted with the coast. As day grew on, it cleared 
a little, and looking round, he made out the Scilly 
islands directly to leeward of us. He watched them 
earnestly for some time, and throwing off his hat and 
putting back his grey hairs with his hand, he sat up- 
right, and exclaimed, "Never fear, my lads, we've 
got a good port under our lee ! I know the passage 
through the channel leading to it. Trust to me, and 
I'll carry you safely there." 

Though after what had occurred we had no great 
confidence in him, yet as none of us knew anything 
about the islands, we had nothing else but his judgment 
and experience to trust to. So we watched our oppor- 
tunity, and bringing the boat's head carefully round, 
pulled in the direction he pointed out. A break in 
the clouds, through which the shore gleamed forth 
over the dark-green waters glancing over the white 
foam-topped seas, showed us the land in bold relief 
against the black sky. 

" Ah ! there's St. Martin's and St Mary's islands," 
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observed the old man. " Ah ! I know them well, 
Many's the time I've run between them up Crow 
Sound. Let's see — what's the time of day. There 
will be plenty of water over the bar. We shall soon 
have a glimpse of the Crow rock, when we get down 
in with the land ; and if only the Big Crow shows his 
head above water, we may cross the bar without fear 
of breakers. Once through it, we shall soon be on 
shore at Grimsby, and there are several people I know 
there who will give us all we can want to make us 
comfortable." 

The Crow, to which old Cole alluded, is a somewhat 
curious rock at the entrance of the Sound. It has 
three heads, called the Great Crow, the Little Crow, 
and the Crow Foot. When the Great Crow is even 
with the water's edge there will be twenty-one feet 
of water on the bar ; when the second point appears 
there will be sixteen ; and when the Crow's Foot is 
visible there will be ten feet only. These are the sort 
of particulars which a good coast pilot has to keep in 
his memory, with the appearance of the numberless 
landmarks on the shore, and their distances one from 
the other. 

As we drew near the entrance of the Sound, through 
which if we passed we hoped all our misfortunes would 
end, the weather came on to be very thick again, so 
that we could scarcely see a dozen yards ahead. Still 
the mate seemed so sure of the passage that we steered 
on without fear. 

" Are you certain, sir, that we are heading in for the 
light channel ?" asked Wilson, the man I before spoke 
of, looking round over his shoulder at the mass of 
foam which he saw leaping up just ahead of us, 
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" Bound with her ! round with her, lads !* he shouted, 
" this isn't the channel." 

" All right, all right," persisted the old mate. But 
it was all wrong. A sea came rolling up, and hove us 
in among a mass of rocks and breakers. In vain we 
endeavoured to pull round. Over went the boat, and 
we were all thrown here and there, shrieking in vain 
for aid, among the foaming mass of broken waters. I 
struck out to keep my head above water if I could, 
and in another instant found myself hove against a 
steep rock to which I clung with all the strength of 
despair. I had thought the Joss of my shoes a great 
misfortune. I now found it the cause of my preserva- 
tion. Had not my feet been naked, I never could have 
clung to the slippery rock, or freed my legs from the 
tangled sea-weed which clung round them. I struggled 
on — now a sea almost tore me off, and then I made a 
spring, and scrambled and worked my way up, scarcely 
daring to look back to watch the following wave, or to 
observe what had become of my companions. At length 
I reached the top of the rock. It seemed an age to 
me, but I believe it was not a minute from the time I 
first grasped hold of the rock till I was in comparative 
safety. Then I looked round for my companions in 
misfortune. Dreadful was the sight which met my 
eyes. There they were still struggling in the waves. 
Now touching some slippery rock, and hoping to work 
their way on to where I was, and then borne back again 
by the hungry sea. In vain they struggled. I could 
afford them no help. One by one, their heavy boots 
impeding all their efforts, they sank down, and 
were hid to view beneath the waters. Two or three 
still remained alive, though at some little distance. 
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One I recognised as our old mate, the cause of our 
disaster. He had contrived to kick off his shoes, and 
was swimming towards the rock. Poor old man, he 
struggled hard for life. In a moment I forgot all the 
mischief he had caused, and considered how I might 
help to save him. Undoing my neckhandkerchief, I 
fastened it to another I had in my pocket, and secured 
the two to the sleeve of my jacket. 1 watched him 
anxiously as he drew near, crying out to encourage 
him. Then I lowered the handkerchiefs, and as a sea 
washed him up towards the rock he caught hold of them, 
and with great care, lest we should both fall in, I helped 
him up the side of the rock. I had not time to say 
anything, for I saw another person struggling in the 
water. I was afraid that he would never reach the 
rock, for his strength seemed almost exhausted. I 
shouted to him. He looked up. It was Charley Iffley. 
I own that I was now doubly anxious for his safety. 
Just then an oar washed by him. He was just able 
to grasp it. It enabled him to recover his strength, 
and in a short time another sea drove him close up 
to the rock. I hove the end of my handkerchief to 
him, he caught it, and the old mate and I leaning over, 
hauled him, almost exhausted, out of the reach of the 
sea. We looked round. We were the only survivors 
out of all the crew. The strong men had lost their 
lives. The oldest and weakest, and the two youngest, 
had alone been saved. Whether we should ultimately 
escape with our lives seemed, however, very doubtful. 
There was barely space enough for us to sit clear out of 
the wash of the sea ; and should the tide be rising we 
might be washed off. We found, however, that the 
tide was falling, and this restored our hopes of being 
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saved. As the tide ebbed, the water got a good deal 
smoother, and the weather once more clearing, we were 
able to consider our position and what was best to be 
done. We judged that we were three quarters of a 
mile from the island of St. Mary's, but we could make 
out no habitations, and we thought it very probable 
night might come on before anybody would see us, while 
we felt if we remained on the rock that we could scaroely 
hope to survive. 

We were already benumbed with the cold, and 
almost perishing with hunger. "We must try and 
reach the island," said Mr. Cole ; " are you inclined to 
try it, lads 1". We of course said we were. He looked 
at his watch, which being an old silver hunting one, 
was in spite of the wet still going, and found that it 
was two o'clock. " In another half hour we must make 
the attempt," said he ; " so, lads, prepare as best you can. 
It wont be an easy job." The 'time to wait seemed 
very long. We watched the tide ebbing, and rock after 
rock appearing. At last he said, " We cannot hope for a 
better opportunity than now. I'll lead the way. Lend 
me a hand, lads, if I want it." 

We promised him we would, and slipping down the 
rock on the land-side a much greater distance than we 
had come up, we found our feet touching bottom. There 
was no sea to speak of, so on we went pretty confidently. 
The old man went on very cautiously, but Charley Iffley 
thinking that we might move fester, said he would go 
ahead. He did, and went head under also, immediately 
afterwards. He came up again directly, and struck out 
towards the next rock. We took to swimming at 
once, and save the loss of breath, we all reached the 
next rock without difficulty. After resting a little, 
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we started again. We had no wish to remain 
longer than we could help with a north-easterly gale 
blowing on us in the month of March. The cold, 
too, was very bitter. Yet at the time I fancy I 
scarcely thought about it. Thus on we went, sometimes 
wading, sometimes swimming, and sometimes scram- 
bling along the ledge which the receding water had left 
bare. Often we had to assist each other, and I believe 
none of us alone could have performed the task. Once 
Mr. Cole was very nearly giving in, and twice Charley 
declared he could not go on, and must stay on the rock 
where we were resting till we could send him aid. We 
soon showed him that the rock would be covered long 
before assistance could reach him, and in another instant 
he was as ready as either of us to proceed. Once I 
almost gave in, but my companions roused me up, 
and again I set forward with renewed strength. 

It was not, however, till six o'clock that evening 
that we reached the shore, and as we found ourselves 
on dry land we staggered up the beach, and the old 
mate fell down on his knees, and in a way I did not 
expect of him, thanked the Almighty for the mercy he 
had shown us. It was a wild desolate place, with only 
high rocks about on every side, without trees, and no 
roads that we could discover to guide us to any habi- 
tation. We went on a little way, and then the mate 
and Charley said they could go no further. I felt my 
strength almost exhausted, but I knew that it would 
not do for all of us to give in, so I roused myself to 
exertion. That I might try and learn our position 
before night completely overtook us, I climbed up to 
the top of the highest rock I could find and looked 
around me. Hot a habitation or a sign of one could 
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I discover, or a road or path of any sort. Wild heath, 
or sand, or rock stretched away on every side ; cold 
and bleak as well could be, in that dark, dreary March 
evening, I found my way back to my companions with 
this uncheering information. We could not attempt 
to move on in the dark, so we looked about for some 
place where we might find shelter during the night. 

" Oh, Will, I wish we had some food, though," said 
Charley ; " I am dying of hunger." 

So was I, and before moving further I returned to 
the beach, and with my knife cut off a number of shell- 
fish from the rocks, and filled my pockets with them. 
With this provision I returned to my companions, and 
sat down by their side. We eat a few, which much 
refreshed us, and Charley said he could go on, but the 
old mate declared his inability to move further. 

Accordingly, Charley and I hunted about in every 
direction, and at last came on a shallow cave on the 
lee-side of a rock. The sand inside was dry, and after 
being exposed so long to the cold wind we thought the 
air warm, so we helped the old man into it, and placed 
him in the warmest and driest spot we could find out. 
He did not seem to care about eating, but complained 
bitterly of thirst. Charley could not move any more, 
so I went out to try and find some water. As I was 
groping about, almost giving up the search in despair, 
I felt my foot splash into a puddle. I knelt down. It 
was clear, pure water, and I drank as much as I re- 
quired. How grateful I felt. I thought that I had 
never tasted a more delicious draught. I had saved 
my hat, and filling it from the pool, I carried the water 
to my two companions. We longed to be able to light 
a fire, but we had in the first place no flint and steel 
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to produce a flame, so of course it was not worth 
searching about for fuel. At last, finding I could do 
nothing else for the comfort of my companions, I sat 
down by their side and opened some more of the shell- 
fish, which we eat raw. They served to stay our hunger, 
but I cannot say that eaten raw, without vinegar, or 
pepper, or bread, they were particularly palatable. 

We had promise of a dreary night, and this was 
only the commencement. The poor old mate was very 
ill. Deprived of his usual stimulants, he could badly 
support the cold and wet to which he had been so long 
exposed. He began to shiver all over, and complained 
of pains in every part of his body. Then he was silent, 
and would do little more than groan terribly. At last 
his mind began to wander, and he did not know where 
he was or what had happened, and he talked of 
strange scenes which had occurred long ago, and people 
whom he had known in his youth. I could not help 
listening with much interest to what he said. By it 
I made out that he was by birth a gentleman ; that he 
had gone to sea in the navy with every prospect of 
rising in it, and that he had been in one or two actions 
in which he had distinguished himself. But a change 
came over him. He had begun by small degrees, just 
taking a nip now and then, till he had become — and 
that very rapidly — a hard drinker. From that time 
all his prospects in life were blighted. From some 
misconduct he was dismissed the ship to which he be- 
longed, and soon afterwards, for similar behaviour, the 
navy itself. Then he squandered away in vice and 
sensual indulgence the whole of his patrimony, and at 
last went to sea in the merchant service as the only 
means of obtaining support. 
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His career has been that of many young men who 
began life with as fair prospects, and ruined them all 
from their own folly and imprudence. Poor old man, 
when I heard all this, and feared that he was dying, I 
could not help pitying liim, and feeling still more sad 
when I thought that the last act of his life was a 
strong evidence that he had in no way reformed as he 
advanced in life. 

At length he slept more quietly, and overcome by 
weariness I too fell fast asleep. I did not awake till 
the sun was up and glancing on the tops of the rocks 
before our cave. Charley awoke at the same time, and 
began to rub his eyes and to wonder where he was. 
The old mate was awake. There was a dull, cold look 
in his eye, and his brow was wrinkled with pain. He 
groaned when T spoke to him, but after a little time he 
aroused himself and spoke. He said that he could not 
move a limb, much less walk ; but he begged that 
Charley and I would try and find our way to the 
nearest village and bring him assistance. 

" Make haste, that's good lads," said he, in a trem- 
bling voice ; " my days are numbered, I fear ; but I 
am not fit to die. I don't want to die, and I would 
give all I own to save my life." 

I did not want any pressing. I got up, and though 
my limbs were stiff, after moving them about a little, 
I found that I could walk. Charley at first thought 
that he could not move, but on making one or two 
trials he discovered that he was able to accompany me. 
So we set off together to try and find our way to 
Grimsby, which the mate told us was the nearest 
village he knew of. 

After wandering about and missing our way, and 
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having to sit down frequently from weakness, we 
reached Grimsby. Our appearance excited a good 
deal of compassion among the people, who came out of 
their houses to inquire about the wreck. The chief 
man of the place was a Mr. Adams; he took us into 
his house and sent for shoes and clothing for us, and 
had us washed, and dressed in fresh dry clothes, and 
put food before us. When I told him about the old 
mate, he said that he knew the place, and that he could 
not let us go back, but that he would send some men 
with a litter who would bring him in much sooner 
than if we were to go for him. He was as good as his 
word, for not long after we had done breakfast Mr. 
Cole appeared ; he seemed very ill, but he was able to 
take a little food and drink some spirits and water. 
He was put at once to bed, and Mr. Adams sent over 
to St. Mary's, the chief town in the island, for a doctor 
to see him. The doctor came and shook his head, and 
said that he saw very little prospect of his recovery. 
All the time we remained at Grimsby, we were treated 
with the greatest kindness. We had the best of every- 
thing, comfortable beds, and nothing to do. Charley 
and I sat up by turns by the side of the old man's bed. 
He grew worse and worse ; we soon saw that his days 
were drawing to a close, 

A week passed . away and he still lingered on. I 
asked the doctor if he did not think that he might 
recover. 

" No ; it is impossible " he answered. 

" Does he know, sir, that he is going to die?" I asked. 

" Every man knows that such will be his lot, one 
day or other," he replied, " though many try very hard 
to forget it." 
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" Shall I tell him, sir, what you think ?" said I ; for 
I could Dot bear the idea of allowing the old man to go 
out of the world without any preparation. 

" It will do him no harm," said the doctor. " If it 
would I could not allow it. My duty is to keep body 
and soul together as long as I can." 

I thought even at the time that something more was 
to be done. It was not, however, till many years 
afterwards that I discovered it was far more important 
to prepare the soul for quitting the body, than to de- 
tain it a few hours or days longer in its mortal frame, 
with the risk of its losing all the future happiness it 
is so capable of enjoying. When I went back to the 
old mate I told him that the doctor thought he was in 
a very bad way, and that he would never be on his 
feet again. 

" Well, Will," said he, " it's a hard case ; but I've 
known men as ill as I am get well again, and I don't 
know why I shouldn't recover." , 

" But if you don't recover, and the doctor, who ought 
to know, thinks you wont, wouldn't it be well to pre- 
pare for death, sir?" said I, boldly; for having made 
up my mind to speak, I was not going to be put off it 
by any fear of consequences. He was silent for a long 
time. 

" I'll think about it," he said at last. 

He little thought how short a time he had to think 
about it. So it is with a great number of people. 
They'll tell you that they will not think about dying, 
but think whether they will make preparation for 
death ; and they go on thinking, till death itself cuts 
the matter short and the right preparations are 
never made. So it was with the poor old mate. 



OLD mate's death. 77 

He said that he had no friends — no relations who 
would care to hear of him — and that he had no message 
to send to any one. He intended, however, to get well 
and to look after his own affairs. In the evening he 
got worse. I suspected that he thought he was dying, 
because he gave his watch to Mr. Adams, who had 
been so kind to us, and divided a few shillings he had 
in his pockets between Charley and me. The next 
day he died. And though I had no respect for him, I 
felt a blank as if I had lost an old Mend. Charley 
and I saw the poor old man buried, and then we 
agreed that it was time for us to be looking out for a 
vessel to get back to our masters. 

The next day a brig called the Mary Jane put into 
the harbour, bound round from Bridgewater to Lon- 
don. Though I wanted to get to Plymouth to see my 
grandmother and aunt, and Charley wished to go to 
Hull to stay with his widowed mother, as another 
chance might not occur for some time, We shipped 
aboard her. Before going we told Mr. Adams the name 
of the firm to which we were apprenticed, that he 
might recover from them the sums he had expended 
on us. But he replied, that he had taken care of us 
because it was right to succour the distressed, and that 
he required no reward or repayment. He was a good 
man, and I hope he enjoys his reward. 

The desire to see my only relations grew stronger 
every day, and I thought how happy I should feel if 
I could but get landed at Plymouth, to run up and 
take them by surprise. This, however, could not be. 
When we reached London I found that the Mary Jane, 
as soon as she had discharged her cargo, was to sail 
again for the westward, and as she this time was to 
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touch at Plymouth, so the captain said, I asked him to 
give me a passage. He replied, that as I had behaved 
very well while with him he would, so I remained on 
board. Here I parted from Charley, who got a berth 
on board a vessel bound for Hull, where he wanted to 
go. We sailed, and I hoped in a few days to have my 
long wished-for desire gratified. When, however, we 
got abreast of the Isle of Wight we met with a strong 
south-westerly gale, which compelled us to run for 
shelter to the Motherbank. While lying there the 
captain received orders from his owners not to touch 
at Plymouth, but to go on to Falmouth. This was a 
great disappointment to me. Still I thought that I 
could easily get back from Falmouth to Plymouth, so 
that it would be wiser to stick by the ship. 

The old brig was not much of a sailer, but still, 
after running through the Needles, we had a quick 
passage till we got a little to the westward of the 
Eddystone. The captain, for some reason or other, ex- 
pecting a south-westerly breeze, had been giving the 
land a wide berth, when the wind, instead of coming 
out of the south-west, blew suddenly, with terrific 
violence, from the north-east. The old tub of a brig 
did her best to beat up towards the land, but without 
avail. A squall took all her sails out of her, and away 
we went driving helplessly before it, as if we were in 
a hurry to get across the Atlantic. Our master, Cap- 
tain Stunt, though a good seaman, was nothing of a 
navigator, and we could scarcely tell even where we 
were driving to. The vessel also was old and had seen 
a good deal of hard service. Our condition, therefore, 
was very unsatisfactory. We had no quadrant on 
board, and if we had possessed one there was no one to 
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use it ; indeed, it was many days before the sun ap- 
peared, and all we knew was that, by the course we 
had drifted and the rate we had gone, we were a 
considerable distance from any land. Still the captain 
hoped, when the weather moderated, to be able to beat 
back and get hold of the Irish coast, as the phrase is. 
At length the wind lulled a little, and we once more 
made sail on the brig. We got on pretty well for a 
few hours, when down came the gale once more on us, 
and before we could shorten sail a heavy sea struck the 
vessel, and she was turned over on her beam ends, a 
sea at the same time knocking our boats to pieces and 
washing everything loose off the deck. There she lay 
like a log, the water rushed into her hold, and every mo- 
ment we expected she would go down. Terror was 
depicted on every countenance. The only person who 
remained cool and collected was the old master. 

u My lads, we must cut away the masts — there's no 
help for it !" he sang out in a clear voice. He himself 
appeared directly afterwards with an axe in his hand, 
but it was some time before others could be found. 
The first thing was to out away the lee rigging and then 
the weather, that the masts might fall clear of the hull. 
A few well-directed strokes cut nearly through them, 
and with a crash the remaining part broke off, and the 
vessel lay a dismasted hull amid the high-leaping and 
foaming waves. She righted, however, and we had 
now to hope that, if she weathered out the gale, some 
vessel might fall in with us and tow us into harbour, 
or at all events take us off the wreck. The next thins: 
to be done was to rig the pumps to get the vessel 
clear of the water which had washed into hen We 
all pumped away with a will, for we knew that our 
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lives depended on our exertions. Pump as hard as we 
could, however, we found that we made no progress 
in clearing the wreck of water. At last the 
mate went below to ascertain the cauBe of this. In 
a few minutes he rushed on deck with a look of 
dismay. 

" What's the matter, Ellis T asked the captain. 

" It's all up with us, sir," answered the mate. " A 
butt has started, and it is my belief that the brig will 
not swim another half hour." 

" Then let us get some grog aboard, and die like 
men," cried some, of the crew. 

" Die like brutes, you mean, my lads !" exclaimed 
the old master. " No, no, we will have none of that. 
Let us see what we can do to save our lives. What, 
do you call yourselves British seamen, and talk of 
giving in like cowards ! Don't you know that there's 
' a sweet little cherub that sits up aloft' to take care of 
the life of poor Jack. That means that God Almighty 
watches over us, and will take care of those who trust 
in Him." 

These remarks from the old man had a good deal of 
effect with the sailors. " What is it you want us to 
do, sir ?" they asked. 

" Why, build a raft, my lads, and see if it wont 
float us." 

Encouraged by the spirited old man, we all set to 
work with a will. With our axes some of us cut up 
the deck and bulwarks, and collected all the remaining 
spars, while the rest lashed them together. The mate 
and a boy were employed meantime in collecting all 
the* provisions and stores he could get at and in stowing 
them away in a couple of chests, which formed the 
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centre of our raft. In a very short time nearly every- 
thing was ready. The raft was, however, so large that 
we could not attempt to launch it, but we hoped that 
it would float when the brig sank under us. We had 
all been so busy that we had not observed how rapidly 
the vessel was sinking. Suddenly the old master gave 
a loud shout, " Now, my lads, now, my lads, to the raft ! 
to the raft P Some of the men had gone forward to get 
hold of their clothes or some money, or anything they 
could And, against his advice. Some of them were seen 
at this moment leisurely coming up the fore hatchway. 
Even when he shouted to them they did not hurry 
themselves, any more than sinners are apt to do when 
warned by their faithful pastors to flee from the wrath 
to come. Mr. Ellis and I, with two other men, were 
near him at the time. We leaped on to the raft as he 
spoke, and seizing some oars which had been placed 
on it, we stood ready to shove it clear of the wreck as 
she sunk. The vessel gave a plunge forward. The 
other men on deck rushed aft with frantic haste, but 
the waters were around them before they could catch 
hold of the raft. The look of horror on their counte- 
nances I cannot even now forget. One was a little 
before the others: he clutched at one of the oars. 
With our united strength we hauled him in. Then 
down went the brig. The cry of our companions was 
quickly stifled. The raft rocked to and fro as the wild 
seas tossed up fiercely round us. Now one came 
sweeping on. " Hold on ! hold on !" shouted the old 
master. One of our number did not attend to him. 
The sea passed over the raft, almost blinding us. 
When we looked up, the man was gone. Five of us 
only remained alive. How soon more of our number 

o 
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might be summoned from the world who could tell % 
I dare not dwell on the dreadful thought which passed 
through my mind. Was I truly under the ban of 
Heaven 1 Was I to prove the destruction of every 
vessel I sailed aboard ? This was the fourth time I had 
been shipwrecked. " Oh, my oath ! my oath T I 
ejaculated. " Could I but retract it. But how is that 
to be done? Uttered once, then it must remain 
engraven in the book of heaven." As I lay on that 
sea-tossed raft, in the middle of the Atlantic, I pondered 
deeply in my own wild untutored way of those things. 
Did but men remember always that every word they 
utter, every thought to which they give expression, is 
entered on a page never to be erased till the day of 
judgment, how would it make them put a bridle on 
their tongues, how should it make them watch over 
every wandering emotion of their minds, and pray 
always for guidance and direction before they venture 
to speak. 

For several days the gale continued. We scarcely 
ventured to move for fear of being washed away. Now 
the raft rose on the side of a sea — now rocked on its 
summit — now sunk down into the trough, but still 
was preserved from upsetting — had which event oc- 
curred, we must have been inevitably lost. We had 
food in the chests, but we had little inclination to taste 
it. Water was our great want. Our supply was very 
scanty. By the master s urgent advice, we took only 
sufficient to moisten our tongues at a time. For a few 
days we bore this with patience. Then the wind went 
down, and the sea grew calm, and the hot sun came 
out and struck down on our unprotected heads. The 
weather grew hotter and hotter. The men declared 
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they could stand it no longer. One seized the cask of 
water, and, before the master ctiuld prevent him, took 
a huge draught ; then the others followed his example. 
The mate for some time withstood the temptation, but 
at length he yielded to it. 

" Are we to die without a prospect of prolonging 
existence, because these men consume all the water ?" 
I said to myself, and taking the cask, drew enough to 
quench my thirst. I offered it to the master. " Come, 
sir," said I, u take the water, it may revive you, and 
perhaps to-morrow help may come." 

He could not withstand the appeal. Perhaps some 
men might have done so from a high sense of the 
necessity of adhering to a resolution once formed. In 
two days we had not a drop of water left. Then came 
horrors unspeakable. Madness seized the poor mate. 
Before he could be restrained, he leaped from the raft 
and sunk below the waves. The other two men sick- 
ened. First one, then the other died. The captain, 
though the oldest of all, kept his senses and his 
strength. He was a calm, even-tempered, abstemious 
man. Still, as he sat on the chest in the middle of the 
raft, of which he and I were the only occupants, he 
spoke encouragingly and hopefully to me. I listened, 
but could scarcely reply. I felt a sickness overcoming 
me. I thought death was approaching. I sunk down 
at his feet with a total unconsciousness of my miserable 
condition. 
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CHAPTER V. 

Again preserved — Charley's account of himself — A night at sea — 
The West Indies — A hurricane — Ship on fire — Again on a raft — 
Look out for help — The happy relief — The breaking out of war 
— Punned — Endeavour to escape — Captured by friends — The 
man-of-war — Our mate pressed — Duty on board — Mr. Merton's 
gallantry — Old England at last — A bitter disappointment — 

4 Friends gone — Miss Kundle — She tells me what has become of 
Aunt Bretta — Visit my grandmother's grave. 

My last thoughts had been, before I lost all con- 
sciousness, that death was about to put an end to my 
sufferings. I remember then hearing a rush of waters 
— a confused sound — rattling of blocks — human voices 
- — cries and shrieks. I looked up— it was night. A 
dark object was towering above my head. I fancied 
it was a huge black rock, and that it was going to fall 
down and crush me. " To what strange shore have we 
drifted V I thought. I cried out with terror. " Never 
fear, my lad," said a voice. " It's all right." I found my- 
self gently lifted up in the arms of a person, and when 
I next opened my eyes, I discovered that I was on the 
deck of a large ship and several people standing round 
me. The light of a lantern fell on the face of one of them. 
I looked hard at the person. Was it only fancy ? I was 
certain that it was the countenance of Charley Iffiey. I 
pronounced his name. He had not before recognised me. 
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" Why, Will Weatherhelm, how did you come out 
here V 9 he exclaimed, in a tone of surprise. But a gen- 
tleman, whom I found to be a doctor, told him that 
he must not now talk to me, and that he would find 
out all about it by and by. 

I was then carried below, and placed in a berth, and 
very kindly treated. In a few days I was sufficiently 
recovered to go on deck. I was glad to see old Cap- 
tain Stunt there also, looking well and fresh. I found 
that we were on board a large West India trader 
{Montezuma) belonging to the firm to which I was 
apprenticed, Messrs. Dickson, Waddilove, and Buck. 
I little knew what additional cause for gratitude we 
had for our escape, for coming on the raft at night 
while Mr. Stunt was asleep, she did not observe it till 
she had actually grazed by it. The noise awoke him, 
when he shouted out, and the ship being close-hauled, 
and having little way, was immediately luffed up, and 
without difficulty we were taken on board. 

" Well, but Charley, how did you come to be on 
board the Montezuma V* I asked. 

" That question is very simply answered," said he. 
" When I got home I found that my uncles and aunts 
and all my first cousins looked upon me as a very 
troublesome visitor, and hinted that the sooner I took 
myself off to sea again the better. It is not comfort- 
able to feel that everybody is giving one the cold 
shoulder, so I begged to have a new kit, and offered to 
look out for a ship. It was wonderful how willingly 
everybody worked, and how soon my outfit was ready. 
My eldest uncle hurried off to Mr. Dickson, and as 
they were just sending the Montezuma to sea, and 
bad room for an apprentice, I was immediately sent on 
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board, and here I am. Now you know all about me. 
I thought I was going to change and become a better 
character. I was sorry for many things I have done, 
and if my relations had treated me kindly at first, I 
think they would have found me very different to what 
I was. However, give a dog a bad name and it sticks 
to him like pitch." 

" But I am afraid, Charley, from what you have told 
me, that you gave yourself the bad name,'* said I. 
" You should not blame others." 

" I do not," he answered. " All I blame them for 
is, that they did not soften their hearts towards me, 
and try to reform me. They might have done it, and 
I could have loved some of them tenderly ; but others 
are harsh, stiff, cold, very good people, who have no sym- 
pathy for any who do not think like themselves, and 
make no allowances for the follies and weaknesses of 
those who have not had the advantages they have en- 
joyed." And Charley put his head between his hands 
and burst into tears. 

I was very glad to see this. It made me like him more 
than I had ever before done. I have since often thought 
how very different many young people would turn out 
if they were spoken to by their elders with gentleness 
and kindness — if sympathy was shown them, and if 
their faults were clearly pointed out. 

Our owners were very respectable people, and 
understood their business, so they were generally well 
served. Captain Horner, of the Montezuma, was a 
good sailor. The crew consequently looked up to him, 
though he kept himself aloof from them. He was what 
the world calls a very good sort of man, but as to his 
religion or morals I was not able to form an opinion. 
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It may seem strange that I, a young apprentice, should 
have thought at all on the subject. Perhaps, if those 
in command knew how completely their conduct and 
behaviour are canvassed by those under them, they 
would behave very differently to what they do. Our 
second mate, Josias Merton by name, was a man worthy 
of remark. He was a very steady, serious-minded 
person, and yet full of life and fun. He prided himself 
on his knowledge of his profession in all its details. 
His heart was kind and gentle, and he was at the same 
time brave and determined, active and prompt in 
action. He never undertook what he did not believe, 
after due consideration, he could accomplish, and there- 
fore seldom failed in what he undertook. Both Charley 
and I owed him much, for he spared no pains to im- 
prove us and to instruct us in our profession. 

As soon as I was well, I was placed in a watch and 
had begun to know and to do my duty. The Atlantic 
afforded me the sight of many objects to which I had 
been unaccustomed in the Mediterranean. I remember 
one night coming on deck, and after I had looked to 
see what sail was set, and how the ship was steering, I 
cast my eyes over the calm ocean. It was very dark. 
There was no moon, and clouds obscured the stars. I 
gazed with amazement. The whole surface of the deep, 
far as the eye could reach, was lighted with brilliant 
flashes. I bent over the side. The sea was alive with 
fish of every size and shape. Some were leaping up, 
ever and anon, out of the water ; others were chasing 
their smaller brethren through it ; others, again, rolled 
over in it, or lay floating idle near, as if looking up 
with their bright eyes to watch the ship, the invader 
of their liquid home. People talk of the lacklustre of 
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a fish's eye. They are acquainted only with a dead 
fish. Did they ever remark the keen, bright, diaboli- 
cal eye of a shark watching for his expected victim ? 
I know nothing in nature more piercing, more dread- 
inspiring. Here were collected sharks, and pilot-fish, 
and albicores, bonettas, dolphins, flying-fish, and num- 
berless others, for which old Mr. Stunt, to whom I 
applied, could give me no name. The very depths of 
the ocean seemed to have sent forth all their inhabi- 
tants to watch our proceedings. 

"I suppose that it is the shining copper on the 
ship's bottom attracts them," said the old man. " They 
take it to be some big light, I conclude." Whether 
he was right or not, I have never since heard any one 
give an opinion. 

The first place at which we touched was Bridge-town, 
in the island of Barbadoes, I thought the Bay of 
Carlisle, with the capital Bridge-town built round its 
shores, and the fertile valleys, and rich fields of sugar- 
cane, altogether a very lovely spot. The West India 
Islands are divided into what are called the Windward 
and Leeward Islands. The wind, it must be understood, 
blows for nine months of the year from the east. 
The most eastern islands are therefore called the Wind- 
ward Islands, and those in the western group, the Lee- 
ward Islands. Of all the Caribbean islands, Barbadoes 
is the most windward, and the Havannah the most 
leeward. We had to land cargo and passengers, and to 
take in cargo at several islands. We commenced, 
therefore, at the windward ones. In that way I saw a 
considerable portion of the West India Islands, and 
very beautiful places I saw on them. The Montezuma 
was not long in getting a full cargo, and then she pre- 
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pared to return home. The last place at which we 
touched was Kingston in Jamaica. At length I thought 
to myself I shall once more see Old England and satisfy 
my kind grandmother and Aunt Bretta that I am still 
alive. I hope that I may leave this vessel without her 
being shipwrecked, as has been the fate of every one 
I have yet been on board. Just as this idea had crossed 
my mind the captain sent for me, and said that he was 
going to leave Mr. Merton in charge of a small schooner, 
which was to be employed in running between the dif- 
ferent islands to collect cargo to be ready for the return 
of the ship, and that he wished me to remain. 

"You will be soon out of your indentures, and if 
you behave well, as I have no doubt you will, I will 
promise you a mate's berth," he added. 

This was indeed more than I could have expected ; 
and though I was disappointed in not going home, I 
thanked the captain very much for his good opinion of 
me and kind intentions, and accepted his offer. The 
Montezuma sailed for England, and I found myself 
forming one of the crew of the Grogo schooner. We 
had a very pleasant life of it, because the black slaves 
did all the hard work, getting in and discharging 
cargo, and bringing water and wood off to us. 

I might fill pages with descriptions of the curious 
trees and plants and animals I saw in the West Indies. 
There is one, however, which I must describe. I was 
asking Mr. Merton one day the meaning of the name 
of our schooner. He laughed and said that grogo is 
the name of a big maggot, which is found in the 
Cockarito palm or cabbage-tree. This maggot is the 
grub of a large blackbeetle. It grows to the length 
of four inches, and is as thick as a man's thumb. 
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Though its appearance is not very attractive, it is con- 
sidered a delicious treat by people in the West Indies, 
when well dressed, and they declare that it has the 
flavour of all the spices of the East. These maggots 
are only found in such cabbages as are in a state of 
decay. The Cockarito palm often reaches fifty feet in 
height In the very top is found the most delicate 
cabbage enclosed in a green husk, composed of several 
skins. These are peeled off, until the white cabbage 
appears in long thin flakes, which taste very like the 
kernel of a nut. The heart is the most delicate, and, 
being sweet and crisp, is often used as a salad. The 
outside when boiled is considered far superior to any 
European cabbage. One of the most important trees 
in the West Indies is the plantain-tree. It grows to 
the height of about twenty feet, and throws out its 
leaves from the top of the stem, so as to look some- 
thing like an umbrella. The leaves when fresh are of 
a shining sea-green colour, and have the appearance of 
rich satin. When the young shoots come out they 
split and hang down in tatters. From the top grows 
a strong stalk about three feet long, which bends down 
with the weight of its purple fruit, each of which is 
in shape like a calfs heart — a considerable number 
form one bunch. Each tree produces but one bunch 
at a time. The plantain, when ripe, forms a delicious 
fruit, and when boiled or roasted, it is used instead of 
potatoes. It forms a principal portion of the food of 
the negroes. The cassava forms another important 
article of the food of the blacks. The plant grows 
about four feet high ; the stem is of a grey colour, and 
divides near its top into several green branches, from 
which spring red stalks with large leaves. There are 
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two species, the sweet and bitter cassava. The bitter 
is excessively poisonous till exposed to the heat of fire. 
The root is like a coarse potato. It is dried and then 
grated on a grater formed by sharp pebbles stuck on a 
board, and the juice which remains is then pressed out 
by means of an elastic basket, into which the grated 
root is stuffed. The farina thus produced is made 
into thin cakes and baked. Tapioca is the finer portion 
of the farina. 

I mighty as I was saying, fill my pages with an 
account of the wonderful productions of those fertile 
islands, of the value of which I do not think even now 
my countrymen are fully aware. One curious circum- 
stance I must mention in connexion with them and 
my paternal countiy, Shetland, though I did not hear 
it till very many years afterwards. It shows how inti- 
mately the interests of distant parts of the world are 
united. The slaves in the West Indies were supplied 
by their masters with salt fish, which fish were caught 
by the Shetlanders off their coasts. When the slaves 
were emancipated, they refused any longer to eat the 
description of food which they had been compelled to 
consume during their servitude, and the Shetland fish- 
dealers had not thought in the meantime of looking 
out for fresh markets. The consequence was they were 
ruined ; the herring boats were laid up, and the fisher- 
men had to go south in search of employment. 

However, that has nothing to do with my story. 
The Grogo was very successful, and we were looking 
forward every day for the return of the Montezuma, 
I could not help telling Mr. Merton one day of my 
rash oath which I had made in the presence of my 
grandmother, and how I had been wrecked in every 
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vessel I had sailed in from the time I came to sea. He 
tried to reason me out of the belief, that I was the 
cause of the loss of the vessels. He said the oath was 
wicked, there was no doubt of that, but that others had 
lost their lives and some their property, while I each 
time had suffered less than anybody else. I saw the 
strength of his reasoning, but still I was not convinced. 
I felt that I had deserved all the hardships I had 
endured, and I fully expected to be wrecked again. 
What followed may seem very strange. All I can do 
is to give events as they occurred. Two days after 
this we lay becalmed about ten miles from the land 
off Port Morant, to the eastward of Kingston in 
Jamaica. We had an old man of colour, who acted 
as pilot and mate on board. He had been below 
asleep. At last he turned out of his hot, stifling 
berth, and came on deck. He looked round the horizon 
on every side. 

" Captain," said he, " I wish we were safe in port. 
There's something bad coming." 

" What is it, Billy 1" asked Mr. Merton. 

" A hurricane 1" was the answer. 

The hurricane came. The spirit of the whirlwind 
rode triumphantly through the air. Earth and ocean 
felt his power ; trees were torn up by the roots ; 
houses were overthrown ; the water rose in huge 
waves — hissing, and foaming, and leaping madly 
around us. Our topmasts had been struck ; every 
stitch of canvas closely furled, and everything on deck 
securely lashed. The fierce blast of the tempest struck 
the little vessel ; round and round she was helplessly 
whirled. Away we drove out to sea, and we thought 
we were safe ; but our hopes were to prove vain. 
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Once more we approached the shore with redoubled 
speed ; the frowning rocks threatened our instant de- 
struction ; we could do nothing for our preservation. 
To anchor was utterly useless. We shook hands all 
round ; on, on we drove. A yellow sandy bay appeared 
between two dark rocks ; a huge sea carried us on ; 
safely between the two rocks it bore us ; up the beach 
it rolled. The schooner drew but little water. High 
up the sea carried us stem on. We rushed forward, 
and springing along the bowsprit, leaped on to the 
sand, and before another sea could overtake us we were 
safe out of its reach. We fell down on our knees and 
uttered a prayer of thanksgiving for our preservation. 
In ten minutes not a fragment of the schooner held 
together. We had truly reason to be grateful. 

" Another time wrecked," said I to Mr. Merton. 

"Yes, Will; but another time saved," was his 
answer. 

We got safe to the village of Morant Bay, where we 
were very kindly received, and the next day forwarded 
over land to Kingston, there to await the arrival of 
the Montezuma. She came into Port Royal Harbour 
in about a week, not having felt the hurricane. As 
we had a full cargo for her, she only remained a short 
time, and at length I found myself on the way to the 
shores of old England. 

" There is no fear now but what I shall get to Ply- 
mouth at last," I thought to myself as I walked the 
deck in my watch the first night after we had got well 
clear of the land, and were standing out into the broad 
Atlantic. Then I remembered my rash oath, and in 
spite of all Mr. Merton's reasonings, I could not help 
believing that its consequences would still follow me. 
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" Home ! home I with all its endearments, is not for 
you. The time of your probation is yet unfulfilled ! — 
your punishment is not accomplished P' a voice whis- 
pered in my ear. I could not silence it. Still I thought 
that it was only fancy. Just then Charley Iffley 
joined me in my walk ; we were in the same watch. 
Hitherto I had never told him of my belief that a 
curse was pursuing me. I should have been wiser not 
to have mentioned the subject to him ; still I thought 
that he was so much changed that he would sympathize 
with me. I told him all that had occurred from the 
moment when I first expressed my wish to go to sea 
to my grandmother and aunt, and reminded him of all 
the sufferings I had endured, and the number of times 
I had been shipwrecked. Instead, however, of treating 
the subject in the gentle, serious way Mr. Merton had 
done, he burst into a loud fit of laughter. 

" Nonsense, Will," he exclaimed, " you'll next accuse 
me of being your evil spirit, and of tempting you to 
sin. Many a man has been shipwrecked as often as 
you have who has been sent to sea against his own 
will ; and if he swore at all, it was that he might 
speedily get on shore. Get that idea out of your head 
as soon as possible." 

I was anxious enough to follow Charley's advice, but 
do all I could, the idea came back and back again 
whenever I found myself during my watch at night 
taking a turn by myself on deck. 

Charley was already out of his indentures, and as he 
had become a steady fellow and a good seaman, he 
hoped to be made mate on his next voyage. At last 
the day arrived when the term of my apprenticeship 
expired, and I was to be a free man, able to take any 
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berth offered to me. My only wish, however, after I 
had paid my family a visit, was to be employed in the 
service of my present owners. To commemorate the 
event Charley proposed having a feast in our mess, and 
he managed to purchase from the third mate, who 
acted as a sort of purser, various articles of luxury and 
an additional bottle of rum. We were very jolly, and 
very happy we thought ourselves, and blew all care to 
the winds. The passengers and the captain were 
making merry in the same way in the cabin, drinking 
toasts, and singing songs, and making speeches, and 
telling funny stories, so the cabin-boy told us as he 
came forward convulsed with laughter. The wind was 
fair and light, the sea was smooth, and no ship floating 
on the ocean could have appeared more free from 
danger. Suddenly there was a cry — a cry which, 
next to Breakers ahead, is the most terror-inspiring 
which can strike on a seaman's ear. It was, " Fire ! 
fire ! fire !" Who uttered it ? A man with frantic 
haste — horror in his countenance — rushed up from 
the after hold. " Fire ! fire ! fire !" he repeated. In 
an instant fore and aft the revellers in dismay sprung 
from their seats and hurried on deck. The captain 
was calm and collected ; had he lost his presence of 
mind, who could have hoped to escape. With rapid 
strides he reached the after hatchway, out of which 
streams of smoke were gushing forth. He summoned • 
the passengers and some of the crew to provide them- 
selves with buckets, and to heave water down upon the 
spot whence the smoke seemed to come, while the rest 
of the crew were employed in pumping water into the 
hold. Wet sails and blankets were brought, and, led 
by Mr. Merton, some of the more daring of the men 
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leaped down with them, in the hopes of stifling the 
flames before they burst forth. I followed the second 
mate ; I knew the risk, but I resolved to share it with 
him. " More blankets ! more sails !" we shouted. Thev 
were hove down to us ; but in vain we threw them 
over the lower hatchway. Thicker and thicker masses 
of smoke came gushing forth, and we were obliged to 
cry out to be drawn up, and were almost overpowered 
before we reached the deck. Two of our number had 
been left behind. Mr. Merton and I were about to 
return, when a loud explosion was heard. Part of the 
deck was torn up, and flames burst fiercely forth 
through the hatchway. It was very evident that some 
of the rum casks had ignited, as was afterwards ascer- 
tained, by a candle having been left carelessly burning 
in the hold. 

All hopes of saving the ship were now abandoned. 
The boats could not carry the entire crew and pas- 
sengers. They were, however, instantly lowered into 
the water with a boat-keeper in each, while the rest of 
the people were told off, some to get up provisions and 
water and others to construct a raft. I was engaged 
on the raft, but remembering what I had suffered on 
former occasions, I urged the people to take an ample 
supply of water in each of the boats. Scarcely was the 
longboat in the water than the flames burst forth 
.through the main hatchway, and had not the captain 
been prompt in his orders, the boat itself would have 
been lost. Provisions for the raft were put into the 
longboat, while we were working away at its construc- 
tion. Every moment we expected to see the flames 
burst forth from under our feet. We worked with 
might and main j with our axes we cut away the after- 
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bulwarks, so as to launch it overboard. We had crow- 
bars in our hands. It. was barely finished. 

"Heave away, my lads, heave away !" shouted the 
captain. " Now, gentlemen ; now, my men ; those told 
off for the boats, be smart ! Get into them ! No 
crowding, though." 

The orders were obeyed, for everybody had learned 
to confide in the captain's judgment. We meantime 
were urging the raft over the side. " Quick ! quick !" 
was the cry. With reason, too. The flames burst forth 
close to our heels. With mighty efforts, by means of 
our crowbars, we prized on the raft. It being balanced 
over the sea, the flames almost caught it. One effort 
more. It plunged into the water. A rope brought it 
up. Almost before it again rose to the surface we were 
compelled by the devouring element behind us to leap 
on to it The deck gave way with a crash as we left it, 
and two more poor fellows sank back into the flames. 
The painter was cut, and as the ship drove slowly away 
from us, another loud explosion was heard, and fore 
and aft she was wrapped in flames, which rose writhing 
and twisting up to her topgallantmast's head. 

"And there's an end of the fine old Montezuma. 
Well, she was a happy ship !" exclaimed a seaman near 
me, passing his hand across his brow. You know 
Weatherhelm, I've sailed in her since I was a boy, and 
I have learned to look upon her pretty much as if 
she was my mother." I never heard warmer praise 
bestowed on a merchantman. . 

Thus was I once more floating on a raft in the 
middle of the Atlantic. " I thought it would be so," 
I muttered to myself. " My oath, my oath." 

While watching the conflagration of the ship we 
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had had no time to think of our own condition. The 
. boats had pulled off to some distance from the burning 
ship, and we were left without oars, or sails, or pro- 
visions. Night, too, was coming on. The dreadful 
idea occurred to some of us, that those in the boats 
with their eyes dazzled by the glare of the burning 
ship might not see the raft. The captain by the urgent 
request of the people had gone in the longboat. Mr. 
Merton had remained with us. We shouted — but in 
vain — the boats were too far off to allow our voices to 
be heard. The night came on, but still we could see the 
burning wreck, and we felt sure that while that beacon 
was in sight, the boats would not give up their search 
for us. We forgot how fast the wreck had been drifting 
away. Ours seemed a hard fate. Without food or 
water, unless picked up we must evidently soon perish. 
Mr. Merton addressed us in a spirited manly way. He 
told us not to despair — that many poor fellows had 
been much worse off than we were, and that certainly 
by daylight we should be seen by our comrades in the 
boats, and be supplied with what we wanted. If not, 
we were exactly in the track of homeward-bound 
vessels coming from America, and that we should be 
certainly fallen in with. 

It was a very dreary night, though. All we could 
do was to sit quiet and watch the burning wreck. 
Gradually, the flames burnt lower and lower. Then a 
huge glowing ember appeared, and that suddenly sank 
from sight. In spite of our position, I had fallen 
asleep, when I was aroused by a loud shout from my 
companions. It was in answer to a cry which came 
floating over the water from a distance. We waited 
eagerly listening. Again the far off cry was repeated. 
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Loud, indeed, we cheered in return, for we were very 
hungry, and had not yet had time to grow weak from 
hunger. In less than twenty minutes the boats came 
dashing up round us, and we found ourselves amply 
supplied with provisions which we discussed with no 
small appetite. The captain then addressed us all ; he 
told us that we must husband our provisions and water, 
as we could not tell when any vessel might fall in with 
us. He then urged the people in the other boats to 
remain by the raft — and suggested that in the day- 
time they should extend themselves about ten miles 
on either side so as to have a wider field of observation, 
but in the night that they should come back and hang 
on to the raft. 

I ought to have said there were four boats, and thus 
we were able to command a range of vision of at least 
fifty miles. That is to say — the raft being in the 
centre — the boats were twenty miles apart, and from 
each boat a sail of fifteen miles off, could at all events 
be seen. The plan was agreed on. We had secured a 
long spar, which we set up as a mast in the centre of 
the raft, with a flag at its head, so that the boats could 
always have us in view ; besides which, several com- 
passes had been saved which would enable them to 
find us even in thick weather. All we had now there- 
fore much to fear from was bad weather and a long de- 
tention when we might run short of provisions. The 
day passed away, and no sign of a vessel was perceived. 
The mate kept up our spirits by every means in his 
power. He encouraged us to sing songs and tell stories 
to each other, and to give an account of our adventures, 
and then he told us some stories, and some of them 
were very funny, and made us laugh, and I must say 
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that I have passed many a duller day than I did 
those which I spent on that raft. "And now, my 
lads/' said he, " as we cannot steer our course across 
the ocean without a compass, no more can we our 
course through life without principles to guide us. 
Now the only book which can give us right principles 
— can show us how to live — the port we are bound for, 
and how to gain it, is one I have in my pocket." We 
all wondered what he was aiming at, and he was silent 
for some little time to allow our thoughts to settle down 
after the joking we had had. Then he pulled out of 
his pocket a Bible, and took his seat on a cask in the 
middle of the raft. " I am going to read to you from 
this Holy Book, my lads, and I hope that you will 
listen to what I read — try to understand it — think 
over it and do what it tells you." I've often since 
heard the word of God read to sailors, but never more 
impressively ; never to better effect, I believe, than I 
did on that raft in the Atlantic. . 

Just at nightfall all the boats came back, and hung 
on to us during the night, and nearly all the people 
went soundly to sleep. The captain in the morning 
proposed that those in the boat should change places 
with those on the raft, but we said that we were con- 
tented to be where we were, and that we preferred, 
remaining with Mr. Merton. The next day passed away 
much as the first, so did a third and fourth. In the 
evening, however, of that last day, three boats only 
came back ; the whale-boat, commanded by the fourth 
mate, did not make her appearance. Various were the 
surmises about her. Some thought that an accident 
had happened to her ; many expressed their fears that 
the mate had deserted us, and abuse of no gentle nature 
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was heaped on his and his companions' heads. The 
only people who made no complaints, and only seemed 
anxious to find excuses for him were those on the raft. 
Why was this? Because, as I fully believe, they 
were influenced by the principles of Christian charity 
which the mate had been explaining to us, that prin- 
ciple which thinketh no wrong, until evidence in- 
dubitable is brought that wrong has been committed. 
Still, while, as I say, some abused the first mate and 
those with him, we could not help feeling anxious for 
his return. An hour of darkness passed away, and 
then another and another, and still the whale-boat 
did not appear. She had gone, I ought to have said, 
on the lee side of the raft ; but the wind was light, so 
that she could have had no difficulty in pulling up to 
it. No one this night felt inclined to go to sleep. 
We were all too anxious about our companions. I 
saw Mr. Merton turning his eyes with a steady gaze 
away to the south-east. I looked in the same direc- 
tion. Gradually X saw emerging out of the darkness 
an opaque towering mass. At first I thought it was 
a mere mark in the clouds, and then it resolved itself 
into the form of a tall ship close hauled under all can- 
vas. A shout from the boats showed that they had 
discovered the stranger. Again we shouted, and a 
cheer came up from her to show us that we were seen 
and heard. In a few minutes she hove to, and our 
own whale-boat appeared from alongside her, -accom- 
panied by another boat. The mate explained, as he 
made a tow-rope fast to the raft to tow us alongside 
the ship, that he had seen her just before nightfall, 
and by pulling away to the southward had happily 
succeeded in cutting her off. 
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We soon found ourselves on board a large ship, the 
Happy Relief- — and a happy relief she was to us — 
bound homeward from Honduras with logwood. They 
were a rough set on board, from the master to the 
apprentices, but they treated us kindly, as most sailors 
treat others in distress, and we had every reason to be 
grateful to them. We had still greater reason to be 
thankful that we got on board their ship that night, 
for before the morning a gale began to blow, which 
soon got up a sea which would have swept us all off 
the raft, and in all probability swamped the boats. It 
continued blowing for several days. The ship laboured 
very much, and soon all hands were called to the 
pumps. She had proved a fortunate ship to us, and it 
was a fortunate circumstance for her that she had 
fallen in with us, for all hands had to keep spell and 
spell at the pumps, and even so we were only just able to 
keep the leaks under. Had she not had us on board, 
she would very soon, I suspect, have been water-logged. 
At length the gale abated, but we still had to keep the 
pumps going night and day. By the time we reached, 
the Chops of the Channel, having a fair breeze, we 
were looking out every instant to make the land, when 
a big ship hove in sight, standing directly across our 
course. The people on board the Honduras ship had 
told us that a few days before they fell in with us, 
they had spoken an outward-bound brig, from which 
they gained the news that war had broken out between 
England and France and Spain. We made out the 
stranger to be a heavy frigate, but, as she showed no 
colours, to what nation she belonged we could not tell. 
Some on board thought we ought to haul our wind on 
the opposite tack to what she was on, so as to avoid her 
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altogether. She was standing with her head to the 
north. Our captain soon after gave the order to brace 
up the yards on the larboard tack, hoping to run into 
Mount's Bay or Falmouth harbour. We soon had 
proof that those on board the frigate had their eyes on 
us. The smoke of a gun was seen to issue from one of 
her bow ports, as a sign for us to heave to, but the 
captain thought he should first like to try the fleetness 
of his heels before he gave in. So we continued our 
course to the northward. The frigate, on this, braced 
her yards sharp up, and showed that she was not 
going to allow us to escape her, and, by the way she ' 
walked along, we soon saw that we should without 
fell become her prize. 

All the men who had got two suits of clothes went 
and put them on, and stowed away all their money 
and valuables in their pockets, and we all of us began 
to think how we should like to see the inside of a 
Spanish or French prison. For my part, I had heard 
such stories about the cruelty of the Spaniards and 
French, that I began to wish that I was back again on 
the raft in the middle of the Atlantic. One thing is 
certain, — there is nothing harder than to become a 
prisoner to an enemy who hates you at the beginning 
of a war, with very little prospect of being exchanged. 
All the glasses in the ship were turned towards the 
frigate as she drew near, to try and make out what 
she was. Presently she tired another gun across our 
bows, and this time she was within shot of us, and at 
the same moment up went the British ensign. Seeing 
that there was no chance of escape, our captain hove 
to. I thought that as she was an English ship, all 
yas right, and could not make out the reason of the 
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agitation some of the older bands were in. In a 
quarter of an hour or so, a boat, with a lieutenant and 
a pretty strongly armed crew, came alongside. As he 
stepped on board, he went up to the captain and told 
him about the war, and asked where he had come from 
and whether he had fallen in with any strange ships. 
" And now, captain," said he, quite calmly, " I should 
just like to see your crew. Muster them on deck, if 
you please. You've a large number," he remarked, as 
soon as we all appeared. The captain told him how 
he had picked so many of us up at sea. " Ho, ho !" 
said the lieutenant ; " come here, my lads ; you'd be 
glad to serve his Majesty, I know." And he told all 
the crew of the McnUezuma, except the captain and 
first mate, to get into his boat. 

There was no little grumbling at this, but he did not 
appear like a man who would stand any nonsense of 
the sort, so it went no further. " But those two are 
apprentices," said Captain Horner, pointing to Charley 
and me, and forgetting that we were both out of our 
indentures. 

" Stout lads for apprentices," remarked the lieu- 
tenant. " Let me see your papers." 

Now it might have been said, as we had been 
wrecked, that we had lost them, but I would not tell 
a lie to gain any object. 

" Please, sir," said I, " the captain makes a mistake. 
I was out of my indentures a few days ago. I've no 
protection, and I don't want any. I, for one, am ready 
to serve his Majesty and to fight for my country." 

Charley hearing me say this, declared himself of 
the sam e mind, and wishing Captain Horner and the 
captain of the Honduras ship good-bye/and thanking 
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them, we went over to the side ready to step into the 
boat. The lieutenant said he liked our spirit, and 
that he should keep his eye on us, and if we behaved 
well he should recommend us for promotion. This was 
satisfactory, but still I felt that all my prospects of 
becoming a mate were blown to the wind. The person • 
who felt it most was Mr. Merton. From being an 
officer (and a gentleman he always was) he was re- 
duced to the rank of a common seaman. What was 
far worse, too, he was engaged to be married, as soon 
as he returned home, to the daughter of a clergyman, 
who, Charley told me, was quite a lady. Now, poor 
fellow, for what he could tell, years might pass before 
he would be able to return on shore. 

"Well, my man, are you ready to go?" said the 
lieutenant to him. 

" I was second mate of the ship, and have private 
affairs which require my presence in England, sir," he 
answered, quite calmly, and his voice showed that he 
was a man of education. 

" That is no protection, I am afraid," said the lieu- 
tenant. " Duty is not always pleasant, but it must be 
done." 

" Very true, sir," answered Mr. Merton ; " but let 
me write a line to send home, and speak a few words 
to my late captain. I will not detain you." 

" I can give you five minutes," said the lieutenant, 
pulling out his watch. 

Mr. Merton thanked him and harried below. 

Poor fellow ! What words of anguish and sorrow 
did he pour out in that letter ; yet, I doubt not, he 
expressed his own resignation, and endeavoured to 
encourage her to whom it was addressed to hope that 
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yet happy days were in store for them. He entrusted 
the letter to the captain, and begged him to go and 
see and comfort the lady to whom it was addressed. 
Then, with a calm countenance, he appeared on deck, 
and signified to the lieutenant that he was ready to 
accompany him. I doubt not he felt much like a brave 
man going to execution. 

The frigate we were on board was the Brilliant, of 
forty guns, and, as I looked round and saw what 
perfect order she was in, I thought her a very fine 
ship, and, except that I regretted not being able to 
return home, I was perfectly content to belong to her. 
Men-of-war in those days were very different to what 
they are at present. Men of all classes were shipped 
on board, often out of the prisons and hulks, aud the 
sweepings of the streets. Quantity was looked for 
because quality could not be got. An able seaman 
was a great prize. The pressgangs were always at work 
on shore, and they thought themselves fortunate when 
such could be found. Now, with such a mixture of 
men, the bad often outnumbering the good, very strict 
and stern discipline was necessary. 

The very first day I got on board I saw five men 
flogged for not being smart enough at reefing top- 
sails. I thought it very cruel, and it set me against 
the service. I did not inquire who the men were. I 
found afterwards that they were idle rascals who de- 
served punishment, and always went about their duty 
in a lazy sluggish way. However, there was no doubt 
our captain was a very taut hand. The ship had just 
come out of harbour. He had found out that the 
greater part of his crew was a bad lot, and he was 
getting them into order. He treated us who had be- 
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longed to the Montezvma in a very different way. 
He saw that we were seamen, and he valued us 
accordingly. Still I think there was more punishment 
on board than was absolutely necessary. We had nine 
powerful fellows doing duty as boatswain's mates on 
board, and there was starting and flogging going on 
every day and all day long. The first time I ever 
saw a man punished I felt sick at heart, and thought 
I should have fallen on deck, but I recovered myself 
and looked on afterwards with very little concern. 

The frigate I found was bound on a six months' 
cruise in the Bay of Biscay, not the quietest place in 
the world in the winter season. Mr. Merton was verv 
soon made captain of the fore-top, and Charley and I 
were stationed in the top with him. Owing to him, I 
believe, we avoided being flogged, for he was always 
alive and brisk and kept us up to our duty. After 
all there's nothing like doing things briskly. There's 
no pleasure in being slow and sluggish about doing a 
thing, and a great waste of time. Mr. Merton soon 
attracted the notice of the officers, and they used to 
speak to him very differently to what they did to the 
other men- There was in the top with us a young 
midshipman : he was a fine little lad — full of life, and 
fun, and daring. He was the son or heir of some* great 
lord or other, and a relation of the captain's, who had 
promised especially to look after him. Well, one day 
the ship was running before the wind with studden 
sails set alow and aloft and every sail drawing, so that 
she was going not less than eight or ten knots, 
when this youngster, with two or three others, was 
skylarking aloft. He had gone out on the fore-top.sail 
yardarm, when somehow or other he lost his hold and 
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down he fell. Fortunately he struck the belly of the 
lower studden sail, which broke his fall and sent him 
clear of the ship into the sea. Just at that moment 
Mr. Merton was coming up into the top. He saw the 
accident. Almost before the sentry at the gangway 
could cry out " a man overboard !" he was in the water 
striking out to catch hold of the youngster, who 
couldn't swim a stroke. At that moment the captain 
came on deck. He was in a great state of agitation 
when he heard who it was who had fallen overboard. 
Studden sail- sheets were let fly. No one minded the 
spars, though they were all cracking away ; the helm 
was put down, the yards were braced sharp up, and 
the ship was brought close on a wind. 

Meantime Mr. Merton was striking out towards 
where young Mr. Bouverie had gone down. All eyes 
were directed to the spot. " Now he sees him. He 
strikes out with all his might to catch him before the 
youngster sinks again. He has him — he has him, 
hurra !" Such were the cries uttered on every side, for 
the youngster was a favourite with all hands. A boat 
was instantly lowered, and Mr. Merton was brought on 
board with the youngster he had rescued, both of them 
nearly exhausted. The midshipman was carried into 
the captain's cabin. Mr. Merton, when he had 
shifted his wet things, returned on deck to his duty. 
The captain, however, immediately sent for him, and 
told him that he could not find words to express his 
gratitude. Mr. Merton thanked him, and said that he 
had merely done his duty, and did not consider which 
of the midshipmen it was he was going to try to 
save. 

" Well, yon have prevented a mother's heart from 
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being wrung with agony and a noble house from going 
into mourning," said the captain. " You deserve to 
be rewarded." Mr. Merton thanked him and went 
about his duty, thinking little more of the matter. 

Now, although seamen know how to value a man 
who has leaped overboard, at the risk of his own life, 
to save a fellow-creature from drowning, they do not 
make much fuss about it, because most of them would 
be ready to do the same thing themselves. Still, it was 
easy to see that Joe Merton, as he was called by the 
ship's company, was raised yet higher in their estimation. 

After we had been at sea some time we stood away 
to the westward. One forenoon, a shout from the 
masthead announced a sail in sight. 

" Where away ? w asked the officer of the watch. 

" On the weather bow," was the answer. " There 
are two — three — four — the whole horizon is studded 
with them," cried the look-out. 

The officers were pretty quickly aloft to see what 
the strangers could be, for some thought perhaps it 
was an enemy's fleet. As they drew near, however, 
they were pronounced to be merchantmen, and before 
long we ascertained by their signals that they were 
part of a homeward-bound West India convoy, which 
had been separated in a gale, of wind, off the banks of 
Newfoundland, from the ships of war in charge of them. 
Finding that they were totally unprotected, our cap- 
tain made up his mind that it was his duty to see them 
safe into port, and signalling to them to keep together 
and put themselves under his orders, he invited some 
of the masters of the vessels near him to come on board 
to give him the news. Among other things, he learned 
that a fast-sailing French privateer had been hovering 
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about them for some time, and had already picked off 
two, if not more, of their number, both heavily laden 
and valuable ships belonging to London ; and the 
masters were of opinion that she had carried them into 
Santa Cruz, a harbour in the island of Teneriffe, one of 
the Canaries, because they had spoken an American 
vessel, the master of which told them that he had 
passed two such ships, accompanied by a craft answering 
to the description of the privateer, steering for that 
place. This information made the captain in a greater 
hurry than ever to get back to England, as he had 
made up his mind, as it afterwards appeared, to go and 
try to cut the ships out. 

A strong westerly wind sprung up soon after this 
and carried us in five days, with all our convoy, safe 
into Plymouth Sound. Now, for the first time after so 
many years, I found myself back at the place where I 
had passed my childhood, and where the only relations 
I had ever known, the only beings whose love I had any 
l-ight to claim, resided. How eagerly I gazed on the 
shore, and I thought even that I could make out the little 
neat white row of cottages outside the town, in one of 
which my grandmother and aunt lived. But now came 
the question, how could I hope to get on shore. It 
was not likely that any leave would be granted, as we 
guessed that the frigate would not remain more than a 
day or two in harbour. The captain had gone on 
shore to see the admiral, and the first lieutenant was 
also called away, so that the ship was left in charge of 
the second lieutenant, who had pressed me. I knew that 
T was not likely to get what I wanted by holding back, 
so I made bold and went up to him and told him how 
I had left my grandmother when I was a boy, and 
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had been kept knocking about ever since, and had 
only once, for a few hours, set my foot on English 
ground in the London docks, and how I would give 
anything if I might just run up and see how the old- 
lady and my aunt were, and show them that I was 
alive. 

" I think I may trust you, my lad," said the lieu- 
tenant, looking hard at me. " But who will be answer- 
able for you ]" 

" Mr. Merton, sir. I know he will. He has knowji 
rae for some time," I answered earnestly. The 
lieutenant smiled ; he was not accustomed to hear a 
topman have a mister put to his name. "I mean 
Joe Merton — beg pardon, sir," said I, "he was my 
officer for some years." 

•' No offence, my man ; I like to hear a person speak 
respectfully of those above him," answered the lieu- 
tenant. " He is your officer still, I fancy. Well, if 
you can get him to be answerable for you, you may go 
on shore for ten hours. I cannot give you longer 
leave than that." 

" Thank you, sir ; thank you," said I, and I hurried 
below to look for Mr. Merton. I found him hard at 
work writing a letter to send on shore ; but he instantly 
jumped up, and accompanied me on deck to assure the 
lieutenant that I would return. So on shore I went 
-with great joy ; but my knees almost trembled as I 
walked up the steep streets towards the part of the 
town where my grandmother and aunt lived. I had 
seen a good many strange places since last I walked 
down those streets on my way to join the Kite, and 
though, after thinking a moment, I easily found the 
road without asking, the houses seemed changed 
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somehow or other. They were lower and narrower 
and less fine-looking than I expected. At last I 
reached the quiet little house I knew so well. By 
climbing up on an iron railing before it I could, when 
a boy, look into the parlour over the blind. There was 
no necessity to climb now. By holding on by the rail, 
and stretching myself upon my toes, I could easily look 
in ; I could not help doing so before knocking. There 
I saw an old lady with a neat white cap and dressed in 
black, bending over her knitting. Her back was 
towards me ; but somehow or other I did not think 
that it could be grannie. Her figure was too small 
and slight for that of Aunt Bretta. Who could it be 
then? My heart sank within me. It was some 
minutes before I could muster courage to knock. At 
last I went up to the door. A little girl opened it. 
She was deaf and dumb, so she did not understand 
what I said, and I could not understand her signs. 

" Come in," said a voice from the parlour. " Who 
is that % what does he want V 1 

On this I pushed open the parlour door, and then I 
saw the old lady whom I had observed through the 
window, seated in an arm-chair, with her knitting in 
her hand. I looked at her very hard. " T am Willand, 
your grandchild, Granny !" I exclaimed, springing across 
the room. 

" Young man, you have made a strange mistake," 
said the old lady, in a voice which sent a chill through 
my heart. " I never had a grandchild. You take me 
for some one else." 

"Beg pardon, marm," said I, trying to recover 
myself. " I took you for my grandmother, Mrs. 
Wetherholm, who once lived here. I have been at 
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sea for many years, and have never heard from her 
or my aunt. Can you tell me where they are 
gone ?" 

" Sit down, young man, and let me think. I cannot 
answer all in a hurry," said she, and I thought her tone 
was much pleasanter than at first. " Your name is 
Wetherholm, is it ? and what ship did you go to sea 
in?" I told her. "The Kite! That is strange," said 
she. " I should know something about that vessel If 
Margaret were here she would tell me. But my 
memory is not as good as it was. But you want to 
know where your relatives are. Now I come to think 
of it, the old lady who lived in this house before me 
had a daughter. They came, I have heard, like my 
poor niece's family, from Shetland. Wetherholm was 
her name. Then I am sorry to say, young man, that 
she is dead." 

" Dead 1" I exclaimed. " Dear grannie dead !" And 
my heart came all of a sudden into my throat, and I 
fairly burst out crying as I should have done when a 
boy. For some time I could not stop myself; but I 
put my face between my hands, and bent down as I 
sat, trying to prevent the tears finding their way 
through my fingers. I hadn't had such a cry since I 
was a little boy, and then I felt very differently I 

know. The old lady did not say a word, but let me 

have it out. 

" That will do you good, young man," said she, at 

length. "I don't think the worse of you for those 

tears, remember that." 

I thanked her very much for her sympathy, and 

then asked her if she could tell me anything about 

Aunt Bretta. 

i 
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" I can't tell yon just," said she ; " but Miss Rundle, 
who lives next door, knew her well ; and 111 just send 
and ask her to step in and tell you." 

She summoned her little deaf and dumb girl, and 
signing her, in two minutes Miss Bundle made her 
appearance. I remembered Miss Rundle, and used to 
think her a very old woman then, but she did not look 
a day older, but rather younger than when I went 
away. I had no little difficulty in persuading her who 
I was, and at first I thought she seemed rather shocked 
at seeing a common sailor sitting down in her friend's 
parlour. However, at last I convinced her that I was 
no other than the long-lost Willand Wetherholm. She 
told me how my grandmother had long mourned at 
my absence, still believing that I was alive and would 
return, and always praying for my safety. At length 
she sickened — to the last expecting to see me. She 
had died about two years before, " and then," added 
my old acquaintance, " the good old lady sleeps quietly 
in the churchyard hard by. I often take a look at her 
tombstone. Her name is on it; you may see it 

there." 

" That I will," said I. " It will do my heart good 
to go and see dear grannie's tombstone, as I cannot 
ever set eyes on her kind nice again." When I asked 
about Aunt Bretta, Miss Bundle bridled up a little, 

I thought. 

" Well, she was my friend," said she ; "and she was 
a very good woman, and I used to have a great respect 
for her. Nobody made orange marmalade better than, 
she did, or raspberry jam ; and as for knitting, there 
was no one equalled her in all the .country round. I 
have several of the bits of work she gave me, and I 
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value them; but still I don't see what right one's 
Mends have to go and bemean themselves." 

Eather astonished at these remarks, I asked what 
had happened. 

" Why, young man, she went and got married," said 
Miss Bundle, drawing herself up. 

" I don't see any great harm in her doing that," 
remarked the old lady. 

" No, marm, not in marrying," answered Miss Bundle, 
somewhat sharply. " It's a very lawful state to get 
into, I dare say ; but I find fault with her in respect 
to the person to whom she got married. I don't want 
to offend the feelings of this young man, her nephew ; 
but what was he but a common sailor, and more than 
that, he had a wooden leg." 

" Aunt Bretta married to a common sailor with a 
wooden leg !" said I, scarcely knowing what I was 
saying, not thinking that there was anything very 
shocking in the matter. " What sort of a man was he, 
marm % and can you tell me where they are gone, and 
where I shall find them ? I long to see Aunt Bretta 
again." 

" I wont deny that he was a pretty good-looking 
man enough, and so far we do now and then exchange 
letters, so that I can tell you where she is to be found," 
answered Miss Bundle, softening down a little. " They 
live at Southsea, near Portsmouth. Her husband was 
an old shipmate of one of her brothers — your father, 
perhaps — and that is the way they became acquainted. 
TTih name is Kelson ; you'll find them without difficulty. " 

" Aunt Bretta hasn't any family," said I. " I should 
like to have a dozen little cousins to play with when I 
go to see her." 

i2 
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Miss Bundle looked very much shocked at the 
question, and said that as she had not been married 
much more than a year, that wasn't very likely. 

Well, though all Miss Bundle's talk had for the 
moment driven away my sad thought, as soon as we 
were silent I felt very low-spirited and melancholy. I 
said that I would go up and have a walk through the 
churchyard, and the old lady begged that I would come 
back and take tea with her, when her niece would be 
there, who would be glad to hear me talk about the 
sea. Miss Bundle said that she had an engagement, 
and was very sorry she could not stop ; but the old 
lady signed to the little girl to accompany me to point 
out my grandmother's tomb, remarking that I might 
otherwise have some difficulty in finding it 

The child tripped away before me, and we soon 
reached the churchyard. She pointed out an unpre- 
tending white little slab of stone in a quiet corner, 
with a number of wild-flowers growing round it, and 
then, looking up into my face with an earnest commi- 
serating look, she nodded and ran oft* I walked up 
to the stone and read a short inscription — 

"ELLA WETHERHOLM LIES BENEATH. 
HOPE, IP ON ME YOUR HOPE IS PLACED." 

I felt very sad and grave, but I had no longer an in- 
clination to cry. " She wrote that for herself" I 
thought. " I'll try and hope as she hoped, and perhaps 
her prayers may lighten, if they do not remove, the 
heavy curse I brought down on my head." 

I will not repeat all the ideas which passed across 
my mind. I was not near so sad as I might have ex- 
pected. I had met with sympathy and kindness, though. 
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from a stranger, and that lightened the burden ; and 
then, though Miss Bundle was an odd creature, I could 
not help feeling pleased at seeing her again, and hear- 
ing from her about my aunt. I had little fear about 
her marriage, and I had every expectation of finding 
the sailor she had married, some fine old fellow well 
worthy of her, even though he had been all his life 
before the mast. While I was sitting down beside my 
grandmother's grave, and thinking of the years that 
were past, the days of my childhood, and the many 
strange things which had since occurred to me, every 
now and then reading over the words on the tomb- 
stone : " Hope ! — if on me your hope is placed," and 
trying to understand their full meaning, and very full 
I found it, I happened to look up, and then I saw at a 
little distance a young woman who seemed to have 
been passing along a path across the churchyard, re- 
garding me attentively. She was dressed in black, 
which made her look very fair and pale, and certainly 
I had never seen anybody in all my life who came up 
in appearance to what I should fancy an angel in 
heaven would look like. This is what I thought at 
the moment. When she saw that she was observed, 
she drew her shawl instinctively closer around her, 
and moved on. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

First introduction to Miss Troall — Happy evening — Return on 
board — An expedition planned — Attack on privateers — The boat 
sinks under me — Meet an old friend — Follow his advice — Join 
an American vessel— Chased again — The action between the 
British and French ships — Land our passengers — Loss of our 
vessel — Get on shore at Guernsey — La Motte and his family — 
Sail for Portsmouth. 

And so at length the dream in which I had so long 
indulged was realized. Once more I trod my native 
shores. Once more I had visited the home of my 
childhood. What a blank I had found. My lot has 
been that of thousands of seamen— of thousands of poor 
wanderers over the face of the globe, of every rank and 
in every clime. It is the tale which many and many 
a shipmate has told me in our midnight watch : — c * I 
got back to the place where I was born. I thought to 
find it a home, but most of those I left were dead ! the 
rest removed. All were gone. The spot which once I 
knew so well, knew me no more ; so I fell in with an 
old messmate. We had a jovial spree on shore, and 
then when all our cash was gone we went to sea again." 
Such was not my lot, though. Had I been inclined 
for a spree, which I was not, I had not time to indulge 
in it. I took a walk through some of the beautiful 
green lanes about Plymouth, and filled my hat full of 
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wild-flowers, and then came back to the old lady's 
house to take my tea, as I had promised. I opened 
the door without ceremony, for I forgot entirely that 
it was not ray own home, and walked into the parlour, 
expecting to see the old lady. Instead of her, what 
was my surprise to see seated at the tea-table the very 
young woman who had been watching me in the 
churchyard. I was regularly taken aback, and stam- 
mered out — 

" Beg pardon, Miss, I didn't know that there was 
anybody here but the old lady who asked me to tea." 

"You need not offer any excuse; my aunt told me 
you were coming," she answered, in just such a voice 
as I should , have expected to hear when looking at 
her. 

In a very few minutes she made me quite at home, 
and her aunt came in, and we soon were talking away 
just as if we were old friends. I will not say that I 
forgot my grandmother and aunt, but I should be 
wrong if I did not confess that my sorrow was very 
much soothed, and what is more, that in some respects 
I felt happier than I had done for a very long time. 
Tea was made, and I began to talk to them about my 
adventures and my shipwrecks. 

" The most dreadful," said I, " was the first, when I 
and all my companions nearly lost our lives aboard the 
Kite." 

" The Kite /" exclaimed the young lady, " the Kite ! 
What do you know about her ? Oh, in mercy tell me, 
young man !" 

I saw she was very much agitated, but as I could 
not tell what part of the narrative to pass over or to; 
touch on slightly, I told her all about the vessel from 
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the time we left Plymouth till we got aboard the 
French brig ; especially I could not help speaking of 
Seton and his bravery, and how he was wounded, and 
how he entreated me to bear his dying messages to his 
family, and to the girl to whom he was to be married. 
She seemed almost breathless as I proceeded with my 
story, but every now and then she would say, " Go on 
— in mercy go on." So I continued with my story to 
the end ; " and," said I, " the first time I have freedom 
on shore, I will, please heaven, go and fulfil my pro- 
mise to poor Seton. I remember the young lady's 
name— Margaret Troall." 

"You have fulfilled it already," said the young lady, 
with a faltering voice, and bursting into tears ; "lam 
Margaret Troall. And oh, believe me I am most 
grateful to you." 

I was astonished. I found that the rest of her 
family in England were dead, and that she and her 
aunt had come to live at Plymouth just as my aunt 
and her husband had left the place, and they had taken 
my grandmother's house, which was then vacant. At 
first, after all this, the young lady was very sad, but by 
degrees she recovered her spirits, and we talked on 
very pleasantly till Miss Bundle came in. 

She wasn't half as stiff as at first, when she saw how 
well I was received by Mrs. Sandon (that was the name 
of the old lady) and her niece, and she promised to 
write to my aunt to tell her that I was alive and well, 
and that she might expect to see me some day. 

" When you see her, as I hope you will soon," said 
she, " remember to tell her that I am looking well, 
and that you knew me at once." 
" That I will, Miss Rundle," said I ; " Til tell her 
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that you look as young and handsome as you ever did, 
and for that matter younger to my eyes, — and that's 
the truth." 

So it was, for a boy always thinks an oldish woman 
older than she really is. Miss Bundle drew herself up, 
and looked quite pleased, and smiled and smirked, and 
I saw that my joking had gained me a place in her 
good graces which I never enjoyed in my boyish days. 
Well, I was very sorry when the time came for me to 
get up and return on board the frigate. I put my chair 
back against the wall, and shook hands with all the 
ladies round, and they charged me to come and see 
them without fail when I returned to Plymouth. 
Somehow or other I found myself shaking hands twice 
with Miss Troall, and she again thanked me for bring- 
ing her the message from him who was gone ; and I 
heard Miss Bundle remark as I went out, that I was a 
very well-mannered young man, though I was a com- 
mon sailor. 

I was rather later than I intended. I hurried down 
to the harbour, jumped into a wherry, and promised 
the waterman half-a-guinea if I got on board before 
dark. 

" Why, lad, there's no great hurry I should think,'* 
said he ; " the frigate wont sail without you." 

"No ; but a shipmate pledged his word for me that 
I would be back, and I must not let him break it, you 
know." 

"Well, we wasn't so particular in my time," said 
the old man. " But as your gold is as good as that of 
any other man, I'll do my best to put you on board." 

The wind was against us, so his mate and I took the 
■oars while, he steered, and by dint of hard pulling we 
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got on board just about ten minutes before my time 
was up. I told Mr. Merton how it was I had run the 
time so short, and gave him an account of all that had 
happened to me. He was very much pleased with me 
at finding that I had been so anxious to come off in 
good time, and urged me on all occasions to make 
every sacrifice, rather than break a pledge of any de- 
scription. Charley and I were in the same watch, and 
he was very anxious to hear how I had fared on shore. 
Of course, he could not care about my grandmother's 
death, but he was very much amused with my account 
of Miss Bundle, whom he remembered welL 

" I must go and pay her a visit the next time I can 
get on shore, and if I can take her some wonderful 
present from the other side of the world, I expect to 
cut you out in her good graces," he said, laughing. I 
asked him what he proposed taking. "An alligator, or 
a shark, or a mermaid, or an ourang-outang, or some- 
thing of that sort — stuffed I mean," he answered. 

I remembered Charley's love of a practical joke in 
our younger days, and I did not wish to interpose 
between him and the venerable spinster. I thought that 
he would not now do anything really to annoy her. 

Our captain came on board the next morning in 
high spirits. He had got leave to go to Teneriffe, in 
company with his Majesty's sloop-of-war Talbot, to cut 
out the two West Indiamen taken by the French pri- 
vateer. No sooner, however, did we get out of the 
Channel than we met with strong westerly winds, 
which pretty nearly blew us back into its chops again. 
However, not to be daunted, we kept hammering away 
at it, and though we in the frigate made tolerable fine 
weather of it, those on board the sloop had wet jackets 
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for many a day. We had been out about ten days 
when two sail hove in sight, running under all canvas 
before the wind. One we made out to be a large bri- 
gantine, the other was a ship, evidently an English 
merchantman. The ship stood on, and when we fired a 
gun to make her heave to, let all fly, while the brigan- 
tine hauled her wind and tried to make off We sent 
a boat aboard the ship, and found that she was an 
English merchantman belonging to Bristol, which had 
been captured by the brigantine. The privateer 
herself belonged to St. Malo, and was the very vessel 
which had taken the two West Indiamen we were 
going to cut out. The Frenchmen taken in the prize 
gave us some useful information as to where the two 
West Indiamen were lying. 

The Talbot meantime was proceeding in chase of the 
privateer, and very soon coming within shot, knocked 
away the head of her mainmast and brought her to. 
She was an important capture, for she had committed 
a great deal of mischief, and, to our no small satisfac- 
tion, she had a considerable sum of money on board 
her, which she had taken from various captured vessels. 
Prize crews being put on board the two vessels, we 
proceeded on our course, thrashing away in the teeth 
of the easterly gale. However, at last, in about three 
weeks, we sighted the island of Teneriffe, and hove to 
that we, might make arrangements for the attack. This 
was on the 8th of December. At about four o'clock in 
the afternoon, all the boats assembled round the frigate 
tinder the command of our first lieutenant. We had four 
boats, and there were three belonging to the corvette. 
I was in the boat with the first lieutenant. She was 
a very fine fast boat, pulling five oars. Merton, who. 
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had volunteered, was in one of the other boats, tinder 
the command of one of the master's mates of the frigate, 
and Charley Iffley was with him. When all was ready, 
the signal was given, and with three hearty cheers we 
shoved off from the frigate's side. We acted as a sort 
of whipper-in to the other boats, and we kept pulling 
about among them to keep them together, our lieu- 
tenant dropping a word to one and then to another, 
just to make the people laugh and to keep them in 
good spirits. It was some hours after dark, and. nearly 
ten o'clock, as we approached the harbour of Santa 
Cruz. We then had all our oars muffled, and in perfect 
silence we entered the harbour, all keeping close to- 
gether. As we got well in we lay on our oars for a 
minute, to make sure which were the two ships to be 
attacked. We made them out through the darkness. 
Four boats were to attack, one under the command of 
our lieutenant, while the three others pulled away to 
the second ship. The signal was given, and off we 
dashed at full speed, and were alongside in a moment. 
The Frenchmen little expected us, but they flew to 
their arms and made a stout resistance. Some were 
cut down— others were hove overboard — the cables 
were cut — our men flew aloft to loosen sails, and as 
quickly almost as I take to tell the story the ship was 
under weigh and standing out of the harbour. The 
other three boats were not so fortunate. The noise 
we made in attacking the first ship, our shouts, and 
the cries and curses of the enemy, aroused the people 
of the second ship, and they had time to man their 
guns, of which she carried ten, before the boats got 
alongside. Our commanding officer, seeing this, ordered 
one of the midshipmen to take charge of his boat, in 
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which I was, and of another in which was Mr. Merton, 
to go to the assistance of our shipmates. With hearty 
cheers, to show them that aid was coming, we pulled 
away towards them, but as we advanced we were 
received with a hot fire of musketry and round shot. 
The officer in Merton's boat, which was close to us, 
was killed, but he sprang to the helm, and cheering on 
the men, pulled up towards the other boats. Just 
then a round shot struck our boat, cutting her right in 
two, killing one man, and wounding two. Instantly 
she began to fill, and very soon we could not make her 
move through the water. She was sinking under us. 
The shot came round us thick as hail. I could not see 
where tlje other boats were, or what had become of my 
shipmates, but I caught a glimpse of the ship standing 
out of the harbour. I thought I heard Mr. Merton's 
voice shouting out to the people, and I was pretty 
certain he was doing something, but what with the 
darkness, and the firing, and the confusion and noise, 
it was some little time before I could decide in which 
way to strike out. What became of my companions in 
the boat I could not telL Looking up, I saw a vessel 
not far off from me, and so I swam away with all my 
strength to get hold of her. I got hold of her cable 
and rested myself, hoping to see some - of the boats, or 
perhaps the second prize ; but when I looked round I 
saw that there was no chance of taking the second ship, 
for she mounted, as we knew beforehand, ten guns, and 
that a strong crew had been put on board her was evi- 
dent from the hot fire she kept up. 

The Spaniards had roused up at last, and the forts 
were blazing away at the boats which were pulling 
with all their might down the harbour. All hope of 
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regaining the frigate must, therefore, I saw, be aban- 
doned. The vessel I was hanging on to was a large 
schooner. Her people were all on deck, and, to my 
great satisfaction, I heard them talking English. By 
this I knew that she was an American, and I deter- 
mined to trust to their kindness. I therefore hailed, 
" Schooner, ahoy ! Just heave me a rope, will you, to 
save me from drowning." 

" Well, I don't mind if I do," said a man, looking 
over the bows, and he heaving me a rope's-end, I 
quickly hauled myself up on board. 

I found myself among three or four of the schooner's 
crew. " You must come along aft to the mate," said 
one of them. 

I accordingly accompanied them aft, where we found 
the mate, who asked all about me, and I told him how 
we had come into the harbour to cut out the two West 
Indiamen. 

*' Well, small blame to you, my man," said the mate. 
" We don't wish you ill, but we must see what the 
captain has to say to you." 

The captain was on shore, but as soon as the firing 
was over he came on board. Meantime I watched as 
far as I could what was taking place, and I had the 
satisfaction of seeing one of the ships get out of the 
harbour, and I hoped the boats had got on board her 
also. The American crew seemed inclined to treat me 
very civilly ; and when the captain came off and I told 
him all that I had told the mate, " Well, my man," 
said he, " I am sorry for it, but I am afraid that I 
must take you before the Spanish governor to-morrow 
morning ; because if I do not I may get myself into 
trouble. However, go below, get your wet clothes 
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shifted. You shall have some food and a glass of grog, 
and we'll see about it in the morning." 

I went below. I was soon rigged out in warm, dry 
things, had a jolly hot supper* and I must say was 
never more kindly treated in my life. When I turned 
in, I felt that I ought to be thankful that I had not 
been killed like some of my shipmates. But still I 
could not help thinking, " The curse is still following 
me— the boat I was aboard was the only one destroyed." 

The next morning when I went on deck, I saw one 
of the officers doing duty. I looked at him hard. I 
was certain I knew his face. I put out my hand. 
" La Motte," said I, " do you know me ?" 

"I should think I did indeed, Weatherhelm," he 
answered, laughing, and shaking my fist warmly ; " it 
is a good many years since we saw each other." I told 
him that the captain said he would have to take me to 
a Spanish prison. " Oh, that is all nonsense," he an- 
swered ; " I'll soon manage that. All you have to do 
is to join this craft, and we can protect you. I'll just 
say that you are an old shipmate of mine, and I'll soon 
make it all right." 

Accordingly he took me to the captain, who was too 
glad to get an able seaman on board his vessel, and he 
promised me if I would sign the articles, that I should 
have thirty dollars a month. I had not much difficulty 
in balancing this offer against the prospect of a Spanish 
prison. Now I honestly believe, that had she been a 
privateer, and I should have had to fight against 
my own countrymen, nothing would have tempted 
me to accept the offer. However, I decided at once 
" I'll join you," said I, " and am ready to sign the 
articles whenever you like." 
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That evening I found myself, like many other British 
seamen, converted suddenly into an American. La 
Motte told me that he had been wrecked on the Ame- 
rican coast, and having been kindly treated, he had 
joined one of their merchantmen, when shortly after- 
wards he was made a mate. The schooner was called 
the Skylcvrk, and was a remarkably fine and fast vessel. 
At that time, while all the rest of the world were at 
war, the Americans remained neutral, and their mer- 
chantmen made a great deal of money by becoming 
the carriers for all the belligerent parties. This 
was a wise policy in all respects, but still wiser would 
they have proved themselves had they adhered to 
it. While it brought wealth and prosperity to their 
newly established republic, it laid the foundation of 
that naval power which enabled them to contend for a 
time even with England herself, and has since enabled 
them to take an important part in the transactions of 
the world. The schooner had been employed to bring 
out a new governor for the islands from Cadiz, and 
she was waiting to convey the former one back to 
Spain. He, however, was not ready, and the schooner 
was detained a long time. Still I had no reason to 
complain. TenerifFe was a very pleasant place; the 
captain and first mate of the schooner were very kind 
sort of men, and La Motte, for old friendship's, sake 
did his best to make my life agreeable. Perhaps, had 
we been less idle, it would have been better for us 
alL The great difficulty the officers had, was to find 
work for the men. We painted and polished, and 
scrubbed and used up every particle of rope-yarn, and 
turned in all the rigging afresh before Senor Don Long- 
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whiskerandos announced that he was ready to take his 
departure* 

The voyage was not to be without danger, for there 
were English cruisers watching all the Spanish and 
French ports/ and though they could not hare touched 
us on the high seas, they would hare made prise of 
US} had they caught us trying to enter an enemy's port. 
I never heard the real name of the governor. Wo 
called him Don Long whiskerandos just for shortness' 
sake, for it was fully three times as long as that. He 
looked a very important personage, and awfully fierce, 
and did little else than smoke cigars, and let a black 
man attend on him as if he was a mere baby. We had 
fine weather, and the Don sat on the deck in great 
state, when a sail was made out on our weather quarter; 
As she drew near there could' be little doubt from her 
appearance that she was an English frigate. I bor- 
rowed a glass from La Motte. I took a long steady 
look at her, and I felt certain that she was my old 
ship the Brilliant* Meantime our helm was put up, 
and off we went before the wind to endeavour to in- 
crease our distance.* She made sail of course in chase, 
and I began to consider whether it would not have 
been better to have gone to a Spanish prison than be 
taken as a deserter, and cruelly flogged, if not hung. 
I pictured all sorts of dreadful things to myself, and 
earnestly prayed that the schooner might escape the 
frigate. If I was in a fright, Don Longwhiskerandos 
was in a still greater. He tore his hair and wrung 
his hands, and walked about the deck uttering all sorts 
of extraordinary expressions, calling on I don't know 
how many saints to come and help him — while blackie 
followed him with his snuff-box and a handkerchief, 
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and seemed trying to console him. La Motte, how- 
ever, laughed at my apprehensions. He said that of 
course it was known that I had not willingly left the 
ship, and that I had a right to save my life in the best 
way I could. Still I was not satisfied. On came the 
frigate. We pressed the schooner with all the canvas 
she could carry. She walked along at a great rate, 
hut so did the frigate. A stern chase is a long chase, 
but I had very Httle expectation that we should escape. 
If we could keep ahead till night, then we might have 
a better chance. 

It was well on in the afternoon when we saw two 
sail ahead. From the whiteness of their canvas and 
the squareness of their yards they were evidently men- 
of-war. If they should prove English cruisers, we 
were fairly caught in a net, and Don Whiskerandos 
would have very little chance of seeing his wife and 
family for a long time to come. Still our captain was 
a resolute man, and one who would never give in while 
a prospect of escape remained. The helm was put 
down, and we kept up five or six points towards the 
French coast! thinking that we might keep clear of them 
all till night set in, and might then escape in the dark- 
ness. The officers kept their glasses on the strangers* 
One was a frigate, the other a corvette. They made 
sail when they saw us. Evening was closing in. 
" Hurra, my . lads," shouted our captain, " up go the 
French colours. I thought by the cut of their canvas 
they were Frenchmen, and our friends !" How strangely 
those words sounded in my ears. To be glad to fall 
in with Frenchmen, and to call them our friends. I've 
always believed since I was a boy that Frenchmen are 
the natural enemies of England — the French nation at 



ACTION BETWEEN ENGLISH AND FRENCH SHIPS. 131 

all events — and enemies of all truly liberal institutions — 
a sound constitution, and more than all, of a pure simple 
religion. Through a long life, I never have had occa- 
sion to alter that opinion, and I say beware of them, 
however they are governed. They will try to put a 
millstone round old England's neck, and keep her under 
water till everything worth having in her is washed 
away, and she is brought down to the same condition 
in which France is. 

Once more we altered our course. In a short time 
the ships of war made out the English frigate, and 
allowing us to go ahead, then clewed up their topsails 
and waited for her. She saw them, and nothing 
daunted, under all sail stood on to close them before 
nightfall. Now, for the first time, I felt a little regret 
that I was not on board my own ship, she looked so 
proud and bold going into action against so superior a 
force. Oh, how I wished that I could find myself 
on her deck alongside my former shipmates, whom I 
pictured to myself standing at their guns, bared to the' 
waist, with handkerchiefs round their heads, looking 
stern and grim as became men about to fight with 
heavy odds, yet every now and then cutting a joke 
with each other in the exuberance of their spirits. I 
thought if I could now but jump overboard with some- 
thing to float me till she came up, and then I would 
climb up her side, and say that I had come to join 
them. Still, when I thought again, I knew that she 
was not likely, even if I was seen, to heave-to to pick 
me up, and I abandoned the idea as too preposterous. 
As she got up to them, the two French ships let fall 
their canvas, and began to manoeuvre to gain the 
weather gage ; but she was too quick for them, and 
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getting hold of the corvette first, she gpv* her such a 
doee of her broadside as must have made the French- 
man dance to a doable-quick tone. Oar captain's 
object was of coarse to land his passengers, so of coarse 
be could not stop to see the result of the action. As. 
we ran oat of sight all three ships were hotly engaged. 
"Well, if there's one man on board who will do his 
duty, and show what real Englishmen are made of, its 
Joe Merton," I said to myself 

For some time after nightfall I could hear the sound 
of their guns borne oyer the calm waters, and then all- 
was silent, and we continued our coarse to the French 
coast Two days after this we were again chased by 
an Tfaiglittb sloop of war ; bat the Skylark showed a 
faster pair of heels than she did, and we ran her out of 
sight. At length, after being chased away from various 
ports, we pitched into the month of the Gironde river 
in France, which runs down from Bordeaux. We were 
some days getting up to Bordeaux, where we landed 
Don Longwhiskerandos and his black slave and all his 
property, and hoped to get a return cargo. Bat there 
were no freights to be had, so as the Don described the 
schooner as being a very fast craft, the French Govern- 
ment offered a large sum for her, which oar captain 
was too glad to accept. The mates and crew accord- 
ingly received their wages, and we were all turned 
adrift. Now I found that there was a great chance of 
my being in a much worse condition than ever. Of 
course I hailed as an American, and if the police had 
found me on shore without a ship, I should have been 
seized and sent to serve on board a French man-of-war. 
Now on every account I must avoid that, I felt In 
the first place, I did not wish to serve with Frenchmen, 
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and in the second, had any ship I might have been in 
been captured, I should have been looked upon as a 
deserter and a traitor, and very likely shot 

La Motte, as an English subject, was in the same 

condition, except that he had never served on board a 

man-of-war. Accordingly he and I talked the matter 

over before we left the schooner, and agreed that it 

would never do to trust ourselves on shore. Now we 

saw ahead of us a ship under Kamburguese colours, 

taking in a cargo of wine for Hamburg, which was a 

free port. When, therefore, we left the schooner, we 

pulled alongside, and asked if she wanted hands. The 

Captain said yes ; he would ship us at once. He spoke 

very good English, and the mate we had reason to 

suspect was an Englishman, as were several of the crew. 

So much the better, we thought. I at all events was 

very glad to get to sea. Four or five days afterwards, 

just as we got into the English Channel, the captain 

called us aft, and told us that, instead of going to 

Hamburg, he expected to proceed to London ; but that 

lie had received* directions to put into the Island of 

Guernsey first to wait for orders. I was very glad to 

hear this news, for I thought there was a chance of 

toy seeing old -England again sooner than I had 

expected. 

" Yes, that may be very true," observed La Motte. 
" But how will you see it t The first night you put 
your foot on shore you will be pressed to a certainty, 
and quickly find yourself on board a man-of-war, and 
a slave as before." 

* No, not a slave," said I, indignantly. u Fd rather go 
and serve willingly than be pressed, that's the truth ; 
but no one has a right to call British men-of-war's 
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men slaves. They may be pretty hardly tasked some- 
times; but they get pay and prize-money and liberty, 
and if they did but know how. to take care of their 
money, and would but conduct themselves like rational 
beings, the good men would have no reason to com- 
plain.' 9 The truth was, that La Motte had got the notion 
entertained by most merchant seamen, and encouraged 
by shipowners, as well as masters and mates, that 
men-of-war were all alike, little better than hells afloat ; 
that all naval officers were tyrants, and all men-of-war's 
men miserable, heartless slaves. Why, even in those 
times they were generally better treated than merchant 
seamen, and now the lot of the two cannot be com- 
pared. There's no class of men better cared for, better 
fed, better clothed, and more justly treated »than the 
British man-of-war's man. I don't want to cry down 
the merchant service, or owners or officers of merchant 
ships, but this I will say, that the most comfortable, 
happy merchant-men I have seen have been those com- 
manded by naval officers. 

We were within halka-day's sail of Guernsey, and 
were expecting to get in there next morning, when a 
heavy gale sprang up from the north-west, and before 
we could take the canvas off the ship — for we were 
very short-handed — every yard of it was blown out of 
the bolt ropes. We were in a bad way, for we were 
as it were too much to the Dorthward. Still our cap- 
tain hoped, if we could bend fresh sails, to weather the 
islands ; but all that nook of the coast is full of rocks 
and dangers, and tides setting here and there, so that 
it is difficult to tell where a ship will be drifted to. 
Twice we tried to bend fresh sails ; but each time they 
were blown away, before we could hoist them to the 
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yards. Darkness came on. Two of our shipmates 
were hove off from the lee yard-arm, and their de- 
spairing shrieks reached our ears as they drifted away, 
reminding us what might be our fate. 

" We have some Jonah on board," I heard the first 
mate observe to the second. He was a rough sailor, 
such as you don't often see now-a-days, though then 
they were common. " If we could find him, we would 
heave him overboard." 

I remembered too well what I had often thought 
about myself, and felt thankful that I had kept my own 
counsel since I was on board, and had not told my story. 
The night came on very dark. I do not believe anybody 
in the ship knew exactly where we were. Several hours 
of deep anxiety passed away. The ship began to labour 
dreadfully. All we could hope was that, when daylight 
returned, we might find ourselves clear to the north- 
ward of all dangers, and then with tolerable sea room 
we might expect to make sail so as to carry the ship 
into an English port. Vain were our hopes. Suddenly 
there was a cry, " Breakers ahead 1 breakers on the 
lee beam !" The ship struck, again and again, with 
terrific violence. The masts went by the board ; then 
she seemed to be lifted over the ledge, and we found 
her floating in smoother water. We hoped that we 
were in some bay where we could bring up and ride out 
the gale ; but it was too dark for us to distinguish our 
position. The captain had just given the order to let 
go an anchor, when the fearful cry was uttered, " The 
ship is sinking ! the ship is sinking !" 

" Get the boats out, my men ; no hurry, now P sang 
ont the captain ; but it was not quite so easy to obey the 
order or to follow the advice. The longboat was stove in ; 



136 WILL WEATHERHELM. 

but we had a gig and a whale-boat hanging to the ship's 
quarters. We ran to the falls. la, Motte and I, with 
some others, leaped into the whale-boat just as the ship 
sank beneath our feet. We shouted out to the rest of 
our shipmates that we would try to pick them up, but 
we could see no one. Though I said the sea was calmer 
than on the other side of the reef; still we had no little 
difficulty in -keeping the boat from swamping. We 
could not tell either in which direction to pulL All we 
could do, therefore, was to keep the boat head to the 
sea, and wait till daylight, which we knew was not far 
off. At length it came, as it always comes at last to 
the weary and the watchful, if they will but patiently 
wait for it. As the dawn gradually broke we found 
that we had been drifted into a bay, and that the shore 
was not four hundred fathoms from us. There was a 
good deal of surf breaking on it, so that it was -neces- 
,sary to use caution in landing. Waiting our oppor- 
tunity, we gave way and drove the boat high up on 
the beach. A sad sight met our view ; the sand on 
each side was covered with portions of the wreck and 
casks of wine, many of them stove in ; but sadder &ac 
it was to see the bodies of our late shipmates hove up 
dead on the beach, while one or two were still washing 
to and fro in the surf, as if the sea were yet loath to 
give up its deacj. Perhaps there is no more melancholy 
sight than that for a seaman to behold. We examined 
the bodies ; they were all dead ; but as we looked about 
we came upon some marks of feet in the sand, leading 
up the beach, and this gave us hopes that some of our 
companions had escaped. I saw 1a Motte looking 
inquiringly about him. I asked him if he knew where 
we were. 
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"Yes, that I do," he answered. "At no great 
distance from my home. Come along with me, Weather- 
helm. My family will be glad to welcome an old 
shipmate." 

Just as the son. got up we saw several people ap- 
proaching, and were truly glad to find among them our 
captain and three of the crew. They took charge of 
the men who had been saved with us, while I set off 
with La Motte to his home. It was a large farm 
cottage standing by itself. He looked round the house, 
and in at one or two of the windows, but could not 
make up his mind how to announce himself, " I am 
afraid of giving some of them a fright if I were to 
appear too suddenly." At last he told me that I must 
go in and tell them that I was a shipmate of his, and 
that he would be there soon. So I opened the door, 
and an old lady came out and spoke to me, bub*I could 
not understand a word she said, and then an old 
gentleman made his appearance, with white hair, with 
a long red waistcoat and great coat, but he could not 
help on the conversation. At last they went to the 
back of the house, and called " Janetfte! Janettef and 
a young girl, with her petticoats tucked up, came 
tripping in, as if she had just been milking the cows, 
and she asked me, in broken English, what I wanted; 
and when I replied that I knew Jacob La Motte, and 
was a shipmate of his, they seemed very much inte- 
rested, and not a little agitated. When I saw this I 
thought the sooner I told them that he was all right 
and well the better, and then, to their astonishment, I 
ran out of the house and called him, and he soon had 
both them and several other young boys and girls all 
hanging round his neck, and kissing him and asking 
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him all sorts of questions. I envied him — I could not 
help it. I had no father and mother, and brothers 
and sisters, to care for me, and even at that moment I 
felt very desolate and forlorn. However, they soon 
recollected me, and then they all did their best to 
make me happy and comfortable. 

The days passed very quickly away. I never had 
been so happy and merry in my life. Though the old 
people could not speak English they understood it a 
little, and I soon picked up French enough to make 
out what I wanted to say ; and then all the younger 
people could talk English, though among themselves 
they always spoke French. As we lived on so quietly 
and peaceably in that pretty farm-house no one would 
have supposed that all the horrors of war were being 
enacted in the surrounding seas. It might have been 
supposed that neither of us would ever have wished to 
leave those quiet scenes, but after a time La Motte 
began to grow fidgety, and said he must think about 
getting employment. At last away he went to Peter-le- 
Port, the only town in the island. He was away three or 
four days, and when he came back he told me that he 
had taken service on board a privateer, one of the 
fastest craft out of the island* " She is called La 
Gvronddle" he said. "You never set eyes on a 
more beautiful craft. She is lugger-rigged, mounts 
sixteen guns, and will carry a hundred and twenty 
hands, all told, fore and aft. There is nothing will 
look up to her. I could not resist the temptation of 
joining her. Her crew will have six months' protec- 
tion from the pressgang. That alone is worth some* 
thing. Now is your opportunity, Will, for making 
your fortune. Don't throw it away. By the time you 
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are paid off you'll have your pockets full of money, 
and then come and settle down here. That is what I 
intend to do." 

His reasonings and arguments seemed irresistible. 
Still I held off. I was balancing between my wish to 
go and see Aunt Bretta, and the old lady and her 
niece at Plymouth, or of trying to find my way back 
to my ship. I had an idea that the latter was the 
right thing to do. Still, unhappily, I had not always 
been accustomed to do what was right, and now found 
it easy to do what was wrong. I told him, in reply, 
what I wished to do, and what I thought I ought to 
do ; but he laughed at all my reasonings, and before the 
day was over I had consented to go and enter on board 
the lugger. In those days not many people thought 
there was any harm in privateering. Many do not 
think so now. Still there were some who looked upon 
it as little better than a sort of lawful piracy, and 
made but little scruple in running down an enemy's 
privateer. 

I found La Gironddle everything La Motte had 
described her. We had not been out a week before 
we had taken a couple of prizes, and we recaptured a 
number of English vessels which had been taken by 
the enemy and were on their way into French ports. 
As we were low in the water and had short stumps 
for masts, by lowering our sails we could lie concealed 
till we could make out what sort of craft were heaving 
in sight. We therefore ran very little risk of catching 
a Tartar, as privateers very often do. 

I remained in the privateer upwards of a year and a 
half, and at last peace came, and the crew were paid 
off, and she was laid up. Though I had spent my 
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money pretty freely when I was on shore, still I found 
thai, what with wages and prize-money, I had fully 
four hundred pounds in my pocket. This I might well 
look on as a handsome fortune to begin life with on 
shore, and carefully managed it was enough to set a 
young man up in business. I have known numbers of 
seamen go on shore with far larger sums, and spend 
the whole in the course of a few days, but then they 
have never — poor ignorant fellows ! — read the book of 
Solomon, or, if they have, profited by the wise advice 
contained in it. I spent a few days with the La Motte 
family, but the thoughts of Aunt Bretta, and still 
more, perhaps, that quiet evening -spent at Plymouth, 
were constantly coming into my mind; and wishing 
him and them good-by, I shipped myself and my 
fortune aboard a cutter bound for Portsmouth. 
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CHAPTER VJX 

Encounter my new uncle — Aunt Bretta's Jiome— Happy meeting— 
Settle at home — A description of my uncle — Old Jerry .Vincent 
— His stories — The smoke-worms, and his cruise round the Isle 
of Wight. 

On reaching Portsmouth, I buttoned my money tight 
up in my pockets, for thought I, " I'll have no land- 
sharks taking it from me in the way many poor fel- 
lows have lost all the profits, of their toils* I had 
no difficulty in finding my way through the gate under 
the ramparts to Southsea Common, and then I turned 
to the left till I reached a number of small neat little 
houses. The fine big mansions and great hotel which 
stand there now were not built in those days. I walked 
up and down for some time. trying to discover the house 
my aunt lived in, from what Miss Bundle had told me, 
but I could not make up my* mind to knock at any 
door by chance to inquire. At last I saw a stout fine 
sailor-like looking man come stumping along the road 
on a wooden leg. I looked at his face. He had & 
round good-natured countenance, somewhat weather- 
beaten, with kind looking- eyes, and a firm mouth full 
of fine white teeth. 

" You're the man who will give me a civil answer 
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at all events, and, maybe, help me to find my aunt, so 
I'll just speak to you," I thought to mysel£ " Please 
sir," said I, stepping up to him, "can you tell me 
if a young woman called Bretta Wetherholm lives any 
way handy here ?" He looked at me very hard as I 
spoke, with some surprise in his countenance. Then I 
recollected myself; "that was her name I mean, 
air," said I ; " it's now Mrs. Kelson, I am told. Her 
husband is Tom Kelson. Yes, that's his name." 

" I think I can show you the house, young man," 
said the stranger, casting his eye all over me. " You 
are a stranger here." 

" Yes, sir," said I, " this is the first time I have been 
at Portsmouth. I've been knocking about at sea all 
my life. There are very few days in which I have set 
foot in England since I was a little boy." 

" Just paid off from a ship," I suppose. 

" Yes, sir," said I, " a few days ago." 

"Ah, I see, come round from Plymouth," he re- 
marked, stumping on at a pace which kept me at a 
quick walk. 

1 always addressed him as sir, for I thought very 
likely he was a post-captain, or perhaps an admiral. I 
did not like therefore to say that I had just come from 
Guernsey, as he would at once have guessed that I had 
been serving on board a privateer, and I knew that 
many officers did not at all like the calling. I there- 
fore said, "I beg pardon, sir, but I fear that I am 
taking you out of your way." 

" Not in the least, young man," he answered in a 
good-natured tone. " Your way is my way." 

" Well, you are indeed a very civil kind gentleman," 
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I thought. Then all of a sudden, I remembered the 
land-sharks I had been warned against, but when I 
looked in his face, I felt certain that he was not one 
of them. 

" And so you have heard speak of Tom Kelson," said 
he, looking at me. 

" Not much, sir," I answered. " There's a lady down 
at Plymouth whom I know, Miss Bundle, who just 
spoke about him, and told me about the marriage, and 
how she didn't quite think " 

" Oh, never mind what Molly Bundle thought," said 
he, laughing as he pushed open the door of a house and 
walked in. " You'll find Mrs. Kelson in there," and 
he pointed to the door of a parlour. " Here, Bretta, 
come down ; here's a young man come to see you. 
Who he is I don't know. He's a friend of Molly 
Bundle's, that is all I can make out" — I heard my new 
friend hail at the foot of the stairs. 

I found myself in a very pretty neat little parlour, 
with the picture of a ship on the mantelpiece, and 
lumps of coral and large shells, and shell flowers, and 
bows and arrows, and spears and models of eastern 
craft, and canons from the Pacific, and some stuffed 
birds and snakes, and, indeed, all sorts of curious things 
arranged in brackets on the walls, or nailed up against 
them, or filling the shelves of cabinets. Indeed the 
room was a perfect museum, only much better arranged 
than museums generally are. I had some little time to 
look about me. " Well, Aunt Bretta is comfortably 
housed at all events," I thought to myself. 
- At last the door opened, and a stout portly and fair 
dame with light hair and a pleasant smile on her 
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countenance entered the room. " Who are you in- 
quiring for, young man?" said she, dropping a sort of 

curtsey. 

I looked at her very hard without answering. " Yes, 
it must be Aunt Bretta," I thought. " But if it is her, 
she is a good deal changed And yet I don't know., 
Those kind eyes, and that smile are just the same. 
Oh, yes, it is her." " Aunt Bretta," I exclaimed, run- 
ning towards her, " don't you know me 1 I'm Willand 
Wetherholm, your nephew !" 

" You my nephew. I heard that without doubt he 
was dead. Yet let me look at you, boy 1" she exclaimed, 
taking both my hands and fixing.her eyes on my coun- 
tenance. " Yes, you are Willand— you are my own 
dear boy — welcome, welcome back to life, and to one 
who loved you- as her own son," And she flung her 
arms round my neek and burst into tears. " Oh, Wil- 
land, had but dear mother been alive, how it would have 
done her heart good to see you. She never ceased 
talking of you, and always felt sure that you would 
come back when you could" 

I will not describe the scene any farther. I pretty- 
nearly cried too— indeed I am not certain that I did not, 
but they were tears of happiness, and not yet entirely 
of happiness. There was sorrow for one I had lost — 
regret for my own obstinacy and thoughtlessness, and 
many other emotions mingled with the satisfaction of 
finding myself under the roof of one in whom I had 
the most perfect confidence, whom I knew loved me 
sincerely. I think I have said it before, but if not, I 
now urge those who are blessed with real Mends, to 
prize the love their hearts bestow as a jewel above 
price, which wealth cannot purchase, and which, let 
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them wander the world round, they may never find 
again. 

After my aunt and I had sat a little time, in came 
the fine old gentleman I had met. I now guessed who 
he must be. He very quickly understood who I was. 
" You are not the first seaman I have known who has 
been lost for years, and has at last turned up again 
when he was little expected," said he; "but welcome, 
Willand, I'm very glad to see you, and to own you for my 
nephew." He very soon gave evidence of the sincerity 
of his words, for a kinder, better-hearted man I never 
met, and I felt thankful that Aunt Bretta had married 
a man so well worthy of her. 

My uncle accompanied me back to the inn where I had 
left my chest and bag, and we got a porter to carry them 
to his house ; an4 now, for the first time since I went 
to sea, I found myself settled with my relations quietly 
on shore. I had been very happy with the La Mottes, 
but still they were strangers. My kind aunt never 
seemed tired of trying to find out what would please 
me. She had done something to spoil me as a boy — 
it appeared as if there was a great probability of her 
spoiling me as a man. We had much to talk about. 
I told her of my falling in with the old lady at Ply- 
mouth, and of my visit to my grandmother's tomb. I 
found that Miss Bundle had never written to her, or 
if she had written, the letter had not reached her. 

u I suspect that she was afraid I might answer her 
letter, and she did not like the idea of having to pay 
the return postage. It shows that she does not con^ 
sider my friendship at as high a value as ninepence." 

Still I was surprised that Miss Bundle had not 
written, as she had so positively promised to do. % 

L 
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could not exactly make it out. I found that my aunt 
knew nothing of old Mrs. Sandon and her niece. She 
was very much interested with my description of the 
young lady. " So, Willand," said she, " I hope you 
will go back to Plymouth and find her out again. 
There are very many good girls in the world, but, like 
sweet violets, they often bloom unseen, and it is not 
go easy to find them. From what you tell me of her, 
and I can bring her clearly before my mind's eye, she 
is just the sort of person to make a man a good wife, 
and I hope that you may be able to win her." Now, 
when my aunt spoke thus, I laughed, and said that I 
had not thought of settling, and that it was not likely 
I should win a young lady like her, who was a great 
deal too good to be tbe wife of a foremast man like me, 
and anything else I never expected to be. 

"You need not say that, Willand," replied Aunt 
Bretta. "I have something to say to you on that 
subject. You must know, Willand, that your father 
left some money to your grandmother for her life, and 
afterwards it was to go to you ; but when you were 
supposed to be dead I took possession of it. Now, iny 
dear boy, that you have come back, your uncle and I 
have been preparing to give it up to you. It is yours 
by every law of right, so do not say a word about it 
We can manage very well without it." 

" Indeed, I will not deprive you of a farthing of it, 
dear aunt ! M I exclaimed. I would rather go to sea for 
a dozen years longer and never come back again, than 
take the bread out of your mouths. I wont take it, 
so don't be pressing it on me. I have got plenty with- 
out. There take care of that." And I gave her the 
cash I had been carrying in my pocket. " You can 
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make me your heir, if you like, and I hope it will be 
a very long time before I come into my fortune." 

My uncle soon after came in, and we had a long talk 
over the matter. I succeeded at last in making them 
keep the money. The fact was, I knew myself better 
than they knew me, and I felt pretty certain that some 
day or other I might spend it all, and nobody would 
be the better for it. This affair settled, we lived to- 
gether still more pleasantly than ever, for they had it 
off their minds, and I felt that I had done what was 
right. I found that my uncle had once been what Miss 
Bundle called a common sailor. That is to say, he had 
been mate of a merchantman, and had been pressed on 
board a man-of-war, where he had obtained a warrant 
as boatswain. While acting as such, he had lost his 
leg. After he had recovered he got command of a large 
merchantman, for he was a good navigator as well as a 
first-rate seaman. He was not very refined according 
to some people's notions, I dare say, nor were some of 
his acquaintance. He valued them, as he did all things, 
for their sterling qualities, and cared very little for 
their outside. A good many of his old friends and 
shipmates used to look in on him, and I used to be 
struck by the kind and hospitable way in which my 
aunt always received them. " They are my husband's 
friends, and I inquire no further," she used to say. " I 
know that he will never ask anybody I shall not be 
glad to receive." 

Scarcely an evening passed without our having one 
or more guests to tea, and this made it very pleasant. 
Just as we were sitting down to tea one evening, a 
ring was heard, and on my uncle's opening the door (I 
found that he always did that sort of work), I heard 

l2 
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him exclaim, "Come in Jerry I come in old boy! There 
is only my nephew here, and he wont be sorry to hear 
you talk, Tm 8ure.' , There was a shuffling and clean- 
ing of shoes, and then my uncle ushered in as odd a 
looking old man as I ever saw. He was of diminutive 
figure, very wizzened and wiry, with long grizzly hair 
and small bright eyes with a wonderfully roguish ex- 
pression in them. "This is Jerry Vincent, an old 
shipmate of mine, nephew," observed my uncle, as he 
placed a chair for the old man. " He can tell you more 
curious things than most people when he has a mind. 
Can you not, Jerry P 

Our guest nodded, and his eyes twinkled curiously. 

" Sarvant, missus ; sarvant, all," said he, pulling a 
lock of his hair and putting his tarpaulin hat under 
the seat which had been offered him. " Why, old ship, 
I've seen some rum things in the course of my life, and 
I don't forget them, like some does," he remarked, 
smoothing down his hair with his long, rough, bony 
hand. 

I told him that I should much like to hear some of 
his adventures, but he did not become loquacious till 
my aunt had served him out three or four cups of tea, 
into which she poured, as if it was a usual thing, a few 
drops of cordial, a proceeding which always made the 
old man's eyes twinkle cheerily. During the course of 
conversation, I found that Jerry Vincent was not only 
peculiar in his appearance but in his habits also. He 
never by any chance, from choice, slept in a bed. 
When at sea, a caulk on a locker was the only rest he 
took, and most of his nights, in summer, were passed 
under the thwarts of his boat. My uncle told a story 
mm, to the effect* that one cold winter's night 
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lie had gone to sleep under bis boat, which had been 
hauled up on the beach, and that when he awoke in 
the morning his dog had been frozen to death, while he 
was only a little stiff in the neck. At all events, it 
was evident that he was a very hardy old man. 

" There are many like to hear my yarns," he observed. 
" Now, for example, there was a gentleman down here 
from Lunnon, and he used to go out in my boat off 
to Spithead, and sometimes across to the Wight. 
One day I thought I would try one of my yarns 
on him, so I spun it off the reel He said, when I 
had finished, that it was a very good one, though it 
was very short, and when he stepped out of the boat 
he tipped me half-a-crown. The next day I took him 
out again, and spun him another yarn rather tougher 
than the first, and he gave me three shillings. Ho, ho 1 
thought I to myself. If you pay according to the 
toughness of a yarn, 111 give you something worth 
your money. Well, the third day down he came, and 
said he wanted to go across to Cowes, if the tide would 
suit, and I told him it would ; and now, I thought, 
here's a fine time for spinning a long yarn. I'll give 
you a tough one and no mistake. Well, I spun away 
and my eye if it didn't beat the two others hollow! 
We had a pretty quick run to the Wight and back" 
and just before I landed him, i I hope you liked the 
story, sir,* says I. * Very much,' says ha 'And, by 
the by, I should pay you fbr it. Here's a couple of 
shillings.' I looked at the coin with disdain. < Pardon 
sir,' says I. ' That story is worth Bve shillings, if it's 
worth a penny, and I can take nothing less.' « Are you 
in earnest, my man V says he. ' Yes, sir,' says I. < The ! 

Story, if written down, would be worth ten times the 
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jnaDfT.* * Then yrro are kh exxanaansfce old sooandrel, 
wrLturnt a scrap of a eonsmBnceT flvn lie. 'Hard 
word*. cdrT my* I ; -bm it cnvx lie betped. We poor 
feliinr* iltwi scIulti "fco $hhb peopled Sot all I could 
fisj. woujctLt da He ttowmI tinst lie would never give 
n>e unrchzDC arsin. sua wbsx » mare Ik sever did, and 
never strain ^roTud take jet boax7 

* Served yem ripji ^son. cad t&ijvT said my node. 
*» Yon IkauTDtid It that, I hope, tihax moderation is the 
best p:0irr. Bin bear? tbnafl. You are not to charge 
ib at the rate of a wt^Ttng a fsxbnffp for tost yarns, 
remember that*** 

Oil Jerry cocked ius en with a knowing wink, 
and beciSL *W«H tbeau one morning after I bad 
been skwpinj: xp as xlt mack's, ior some reason or 
other — at iti^ht bare Itwa tba* Fd had a drop too 
Hroeb tite ro£$rt afore, bet I eaart saT, as its some time 
aro— I dWt «K«w ibcise t.V.Tngs down in my log, <F je 
see, I was iroin^ down xbe street with my boat-hook 
in bit brad — Iknow tiaa I bad tbe boat-book because 
I took it lap with me, It was ntiber dusky, so to speak, 
beeaase the ran wasn't up. nnar would be for some boors 
to ccone ; wbeai. as I was passm* a boose with a deep 
porch be&re tbe dcwr„ what sbould I see but a big 
pair of fiery eyes srlsriz^: out at me like hot coals from 
a grate in a dark iwm. Xever in all my life did I see 
each fierce red sparklers, bat I never was a man to be 
daunted at anything, not I ; so I griped my boat-hook 
firmly in bath hands and walked towards it. I wasn't 
given to fancy things, and I had never seen any imps 
of Satan, or Satan himse3£ and nerer wished to ae 
them, so I thought this mi^ht be a dog or a«a£» maybe, 
troubled with sore eyes* which made them look red* 
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On I marched, therefore, as steady as a judge or a 
grenadier on parade, when, just as I got near the door, 
a dark shaggy form rose up right before me, the eyes 
glowing redder and hotter than ever. I t grew, and 
it grew, and grew, every moment getting taller and 
bigger, till it reached right up to the top of the house. 
I kept looking at it, thinking when it would have done 
growing, but as for running away, even if I had had any 
fancy for running, I knew that it would have come after 
me and would overhaul and gobble me up, in a quarter 
less no time, so I stood where I was, considering what 
would happen next. At last, thinks I to myself, you 
are not going to look at me in that way whatever you 
are, so shutting my eyes, for I couldn't for the life 
of me bear its glare any longer, I made a desperate 
dasl^at it with my boat-hook. You should have heard 
the hullabaloo there was, and I found the boat-hook 
dragged right out of my hands. I opened my eyes 
just in time to see the monster, big as he was, bolt 
right through the door, carrying my boat-hook with 
him. I rushed after him to try and get it back, for it 
was a new ash one I had bought but a few days before, 
and I did not want to lose it, but I only knocked my 
head a hard rap against the door, and though I looked 
about everywhere I never could find it from that day 
to this, and that, mates, mind you, is the circumstan- 
tial and voracious way Jerry Vincent lost his boat- 
hook." And the old man gave one of his comical 
and expressive winks and a pull at the glass of 
swisell which my uncle had placed by his side. 
" Don't you all acknowledge that that story was well 
worth half-a-crown to a Lonnoner, seeing as how it 
was quite new, and he could never have heard it afore 1 
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On course you'll all agree with me, now, to my mind, 
those Lonnoners are generally such know-nothing sort 
of chaps, though they think themselves so wise that 
they never will believe what you tell 'em. They are 
just like the old lady whose neve had just come from 
sea. When he told her that he'd seen flying fish 
scores of times, she said he was trying to hoax her, 
and wouldn't listen to him, but when he said he'd 
been up the Red Sea, and that the water there was the 
colour of a soldier's coat, she said that she had no doubt 
about that, and that she was glad to listen to him 
when he spoke the truth. But," continued Jerry, 
who had now got into his talkative vein, " what I have 
been telling you is as nothing to what happened to me 
soon after then. I had been ill for some time, and 
could not tell what was the matter with me, when I 
happened one day to go to Postdown fair. I thought 
the walk would do me good, and I wanted to see some 
of the fun going on. Well, after I had been to see the 
beasts and the raree shows, and the tumblers, and 
theatres, and conjurors, and taken a turn in a round- 
about, on a wooden horse, which I found much more 
easy to ride than a real one, because, do ye see, the 
wooden one never kicks, while, to speak the truth, 
whenever I've got on a regular-built animal, he to a 
certainty has shied up his stern and sent me over his 
bows, sometimes right into a hedge, or a ditch, or a 
pond, or through a window, into a shop, or parlour, 
I happened to catch sight of a man standing at 
the end of an outlandish sort of a cart or a van, 
painted all over with red and yellow, and blue and 
gold, with a sort of a Chinaman's temple at one end 
of it 'Now, ladies and gentlemen,' says he, for he 
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was a Very polite sort of a chap, 'here's the uni- 
versal 'lixier of life ; it cures all complaints, and takes 
a man, if he has a mind to it and has proper faith in 
what it will do for him, right clear away to the end of 
the world. It's as infallible aB the Pope of Home and 
all his cardinals, and is patroni2ed by all the first 
haristocracy and clergy in the country. Only one 
shilling a bottle, ladies and gentlemen; taken how 
you will and when you will — it's all the same— in a 
glass of grog, a bowl of punch, or a bason of pap ; for 
old or young, for boys or girls, it will cure them all, 
and they will never feel ill again as long as they con- 
tinue to take it. Take enough of it, and take it long 
enough, and you will see the wonders it will work.' 
Oh hearing all this, I asked of those who were looking 
on, who the chap was, and they told me he was the 
celebrated Doctor Gulliman, who was going to send all 
the old regular practitioners to the right about, and it 
was wonderful what good he did, and how much more 
he would do if people would but trust him. I after- 
wards found out that the fellow who told me this was 
a friend of the doctor's, and stood there on purpose to 
say a good word in his favour, though he pretended to 
have nothing at all to do with him. Well, thinks I 
to myself, maybe, he'll know how to cure me, so I made 
bold and went up to him. When he saw me he 
stooped down from his carriage and, says he, * Well my 
good fellow, what's the matter with you ? But never 
mind, whatever it is I'll cure you. Trust Doctor 
Gulliman for that.' I didn't much fancy having to 
tell my complaint among so many hearers. You see 
my modesty stood in my way, ladies. * Come, come, 
tell me all about it, my good man,' says he, in an en* 
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couraging tone. So I put my hand on my bread- 
basket, and told him that I was troubled with pains in 
them parts, and that for the life of me I couldn't 
get well, though there was seldom a night I didn't 
take half-a-dozen tumblers of grog to set me to rights, 
' Put out your tongue, my man/ says he. T stuck it 
out so that from where he stood he could look right 
down my throat. ' Oh, oh ! my dear man, I guessed 
what it was that ails you. But, never fear, 111 cure 
you in a jiffy. You're troubled with smoke worms. 
That's it. And they are very dangerous things if you 
don't get rid of them, mind that. You see this in- 
valuable stuff which I hold in my hand. If you want 
to get cured you must take six bottles of it. I don't 
say but that it would be safer for you if you took 
twelve. But do as you like about that. Mix each of 
them in a stiff glass of grog. You may take three a 
day if you like, and then come back to me for more. 
At the end of three days — trust the word of an honest 
man and a true friend of the whole human race — and 
you will be clear of them all, and every complaint you 
have at the same time.' ' Well,' thinks I to myself, 
' in for a penny, in for a pound.' Though there is a 
difference between the shilling my friend in the crowd 
said I should have to pay and the twelve shillings the 
doctor demands. But, then, to be sure, the stuff can't 
be unpleasant, and the grog, at all events, is no bad 
thing. * Well, doctor,' says I, ' I'll take the twelve 
bottles, but I should just like to know what the stuff you 
give me is made of?' ' What !' he sings out, drawing 
himself up and looking as proud as a prince. ' What ! 
Do you just imagine for one quarter of a moment that 
I would tell you, or any man like you, alive on thia 
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terrestrial sphere, what my infallible Obfuscatementis- 
coposis is composed of? No ; not to satisfy the gaping 
curiosity of twenty such wretched creatures as you are 
would I reveal that golden, all-important, mysterious 
secret If you are not content, go ! Give me back my 
invaluable 'lixier and cut.' ' Yes, doctor,' says I, going 
to give him the twelve bottles, ' and just do you in re- 
turn hand me out my twelve shillings.' ' Your twelve 
shillings ! you audacious rascal. Here's a man asks me 
for twelve shillings in exchange for my 'lixier, which is 
worth twelve pounds at least. Ladies and gentlemen, 
he ain't fit to be among such as you. Hoot him — hoot 
him — hiss him — kick him out from among you.' 

" On this my friend in the crowd, who advised me to 
buy the stuff, began to hoot and to hiss and to shove 
me about, and others followed his example, till I saw 
that there was no use attempting to hold my own, and 
I wasn't sorry to be able to get clear of them, and to 
bolt with a whole skin on my body, though two of the 
bottles were broken in the row. I got home at last, 
not over well pleased with Doctor Gulliman and the 
way I had been treated. However, as I had paid for 
my whistle, I thought I might as well try if the stuff 
would do me any good. As soon as I got into Ports- 
mouth I bought a bottle of old rum ; for, thinks I to 
myself, if I am to take the stuff, the sooner I begin 
the better. When I reached my boat, I recollected 
that I was engaged to go out to Spithead to bring on 
shore an officer from one of the ships lying there, so 
I stowed away a glass and a can of water, not forgetting 
the rum and 'lixier, and shoved off, I just paddled 
down the harbour, for I was in no hurry, and the ebb 
was making strong. At last says I to myself, just as 
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I got off the kickers, ' Til just take a bottle of the 
'lixier and see how I feel after it.' So I got a bottle, 
and poured it out, and put in some old rum, just on 
the top of it to take the taste away, and then I took 
the can of water, but I found that there was a hole at 
the bottom of it, and that most of the water had leaked 
out. So, do ye see, I was obliged to be very careful of 
the water, and couldn't put much of it at a time in 
the glass. If I had, you see, I shouldn't have had any 
of the precious fluid as they calls it left for another 
glass. Well, I tossed off the liquid, and when I'd 
smacked my lips, I began to think much better of the 
Doctor. His stuff, you see, wasn't so bad after alL 
Thinks I to myself, * If one glass is good two must 
be better, so before I take to the oars again, I'll 
have another.' Somehow the second was even better 
than the first Then it struck me all of a heap like, 
that the Doctor said I should take three bottles of his 
stuff in a day ; so, as it was now getting towards sun- 
down, thinks I, 'The sooner I takes the third the 
better.' Howsomedever, when I came to look at the 
can, I found that every drop of water had leaked out, 
so I had no help for it but to fill the tumbler up with 
the rum. I can't say it tasted bad, though it was, 
maybe, rather stiffish. Well, as the tide was sending 
me along nicely, I didn't get out the oars again, but 
sat in the boat meditating like, when all of a sudden 
I felt myself very queer in the inside, and pains came on 
just for all the world as if I had swallowed a score or 
two of big mackerel, and they were all kicking and 
wriggling about in my bread-basket. ' They are the 
smoke-worms, the Doctor told me about,' thinks L 
' They don't like the taste of his stuff, that's the truth 
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of it.' Well, I felt queerer and queerer, and Southsea 
Castle began to spin round and round, and the kickers 
went dancing up and down, and the ships in the har- 
bour were all turning summersets, and every sort of 
circumvolution and devilment you could think of took 
place. Thinks I to myself, ' There's something in that 
Doctor's stuff, there's no doubt about that, though 
whether it's worth a shilling a bottle is another matter.' 
Just then I felt more queer than ever. ' Heugh I 
heugh !' There was a rattling and a kicking, and such 
a commotion in my inside, and up came what I soon 
knew was the smoke-worms right out of my mouth, 
and overboard they went as I put my head over the 
gunnel. There was a bushel of them if there was one. 
" Never afore nor since have I seen such things, for 
every mother's son had hairy backs and forked tails. 
Yes, gentlemen and ladies, forked tails and hairy backs. 
Relieve Jerry Vincent for the truth of what he says. 
The moment they got into the water they began to 
frisk and frolic about as if it was natural to them, 
and to grow bigger and bigger and bigger, till the first 
which came up was as big as a frigate's jolly-boat. I 
made short work of it, and threw them all up till 
I felt that there wasn't another morsel of any one of 
them in my locker. Then thinks I to myself, 'It's 
time to look out sharp, or some of these merry chaps 
with forked tails will be playing me a trick ;' for you 
see that they'd already begun to open their mouths 
very wide, and to splash the water right over me as 
they whisked about round the boat just like sharks in 
the West Indies. So I got out my oars pretty sharp, 
and began to pull away towards Spithead, thinking to 
get clear of them, and to carry my freight ashore as I'd 
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engaged to do. But I soon found that the smoke- 
worms weren't quite so ready to part company- with 
me, and as my boat began to gather way, they 
began to swim after her. The big fellow led and all 
the others followed. There were hundreds of them, 
of all sizes, and one little chap, who brought up the 
rear, was no bigger than a sprat. After me they came 
with open mouths and big red eyes, all the hair on 
their backs standing up, and their tails whisking about 
like the flukes of a whale in a flurry. Didn't I just 
pull for dear life, for I knew what they'd be after, if 
they once grappled me. They would have swallowed 
me every one of them. I soon gave up all thoughts of 
fetching the ship I was bound for. It would never 
have done to have gone alongside one of his Majesty's 
crack frigates with such a train after me. I should 
have lost my character, you know. On I pulled; I 
didn't spare the oars depend upon it ; but, somehow or 
other, the way in which the tide set, and the manner 
in which the brutes dodged me, made me go right out 
to Spithead, and there I found myself pulling among 
a whole fleet of men-of-war and Indiamen. The officers 
and ships' companies crowded into the hammock net- 
tings and rigging to see me pass, and never have I 
heard such shouts of laughter as they raised as I pulled 
by. Neither to the one side nor to the other could I 
turn, for if I did as surely one of the beasts would in- 
stantly swim up with open mouth, and make a grab at 
my oar to keep me going straight ahead. I sung out 
to the people aboard the ships in mercy's name to take 
a shot at some of the bigger brutes, for I thought that 
I could grapple with the little ones ; but either they 
didn't or wouldn't hear me ; so away I pulled right 
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out towards the Nab. Thinks I to myself, ' Perhaps 
the people in the lightship will lend a helping hand 
to an old seaman ;' bat not a bit of it. When they 
saw me coming with my train of forked-tailed brutes 
after me, they sung out that I must sheer off, or they 
^would let fly at me. So there I was fairly at sea, fol- 
lowed by as disagreeable a set of customers as a man 
ever had astern of him. 

" I didn't bless Doctor Gulliman exactly, for I could 
not help thinking that somehow or other he had had a 
hand in the mystification. I now pulled up my lar- 
board oar a little, and found that I was going right 
round by the Culver cliffs. ' Well, Til get on shore 
at the back of the Wight anyhow, and do them,' I 
thought to myself But what do ye think ; the moment 
I tried the dodge, the cunning brutes kept edging me 
off the land, till I saw that there was no hope for me 
but to go on. All the time they made such a tre- 
mendous hissing and splashing and whisking, that 
you'd have thought a whole ship's company was wash- 
ing decks above your head, and heaving water about 
in bucketsful. It was now night, but there was light 
enough and to spare to enable me to see the beasts as 
they kept way with me. I passed Sandown and Ventnor 
and Steephill, and could see the lights in the houses all 
along the shore; but as to being able to land, the 
wriggling brutes in my wake, as I said, took good care 
that I shouldn't do that. By the time I got off St. 
Catherine's my arms began to ache a bit, and I felt as 
if I could not pull another stroke ; but when I just lay 
on my oars to take breath and to knock the drops off 
my brow, which were falling down heavy enough to 
swamp the boat, the look of their wicked eyes and big 
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mouths, as they came hissing up open-jawed along- 
side, set me off again pretty fast. I passed Blaokgang 
Chine, and caught a sight of Brook, and then I thought 
I would try to pull into Freshwater Gate, when I 
would beach the boat, and have a run for my life on 
shore, for I didn't think they would come out of the 
water after me. The truth was that I couldn't bear 
the look of them any longer ; but the wriggling beasts 
were up to me, and before I had so much as turned 
the boat's head towards the Gate, three or four of the 
biggest fellows ranged up. on my starboard side, and 
eut me off. I sung out in my rage and disappointment, 
but this only made matters worse, and my eyes if they 
didn't begin to laugh at me, and such a laugh I never did 
hear before, and hope I never may again. It was like 
ten thousand donkeys troubled with sore throats trying 
which would sing out the loudest, and twice as many 
jackals mocking them, all joined in chorus. At last I 
got to ScratchelTs Bay. ' Now's my time,' thinks I, 
'if they once get me on a course down channel, 
they may drive me right round the world, or over to 
the coast of America at shortest.' I knew well the 
passage through the Needle roeks. The flood was about 
making. There might be just water for the boat, but 
none to spare. ' No odds,' thinks I. So while I pre- 
tended to be steering for Portland, I shoved the boat 
round, and then gave way with a will. ' If I knock the 
boat to pieces against the rocks, I shall not be worse 
off than I am now,' I said to myself, as I pulled for the 
passage. I just hit it The keel of the boat grazed 
over a rook below water ; but the tide was running 
strong, and I shot through like an arrow, and there I 
was in Alum Bay. Now, the passage was too narrow, 
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you see, for the forked-tailed beasts to get through, 
and they had a good chance of hurting themselves on 
the rocks if they attempted it ; so, if they had been as 
wise as I took them for, I knew that they would go 
all the way round the outer Needle rock, and that this 
would give me a great start. Instead of that, in their 
eagerness to follow me, what should they do but bolt 
right at the passage. The big fellow stuck fast, and 
the little ones couldn't get by him, and there they were, 
to my great delight, all knocking their noses against 
the rocks, and wriggling and hissing and struggling and 
kicking up such a row, that I thought the people at 
Milford and Yarmouth, and all along the coast, would 
be awoke up out of their quiet sleep to wonder what 
it was all about. However, it would never have done 
for me to lay on my oars to watch the fun, because I 
thought it just as likely as not, when the tide rose, that 
the noisy brutes might shove through and be after me 
again, so I pulled away as hard as ever right up the 
Solent, till I got safe back again into Portsmouth har- 
bour. Luckily, I had the whole of the flood with me, 
or I never could have done it. My arms ached as it 
was not a little. I moored my boat securely, and as it 
wasn't yet daybreak, I lay down in the bottom of the 
boat, and fell asleep. I never slept so soundly in my 
life, and no wonder, after the pull I had had. When I 
awoke the sun was shining out brightly, and I heard 
some one on board a vessel coming up the harbour hail 
and call somebody or other a drunken old rascal. Who 
he meant of course I couldn't tell ; that was nothing 
to me. At last I sat up in my boat, and rubbed my 
eyes, and there was the doctor's bottles and the empty 
rum bottle and the can, without any water in it, just 
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as I left tliera when I was taken ill.. I half expected 
to se*e the whole troop of wriggling, twisting, forked- 
tailed smoke-worms coming up the harbour with the 
last of the flood ; but though I looked out till the tide 
had done, they didn't come, and it's my belief that they 
knocked themselves about so much against the Needle 
rocks, that they put about and went down Channel ; 
and all I can say is that I hope that every one of 'em 
was drowned or came to some other bad end out at sea, 
and that I may never as long as I live have such a 
night as the one I spent after taking Doctor Gulliman's 
physic. Sarvants, ladies and gentlemen ; you'll agree 
that story is worth five shillings. Howsomdever, 
I never charges my friends, but gives them all free 
gratis and for nothing." And old Jerry gave one of 
his most knowing winks as he finished off his glass 
and took up his hat to prepare for his departure. 

I ought perhaps to apologize for giving such a story ; 
but it is a fair specimen of the style of narrative in 
which old seamen of Jerry Vincent's stamp are apt to 
indulge, and I have heard many such, though seldom 
told with so much spirit, during my career at sea. 
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CHAPTER VIII, 

Visit to Plymouth — Bitter disappointment — Miss Boodle's account 
of Charley — Voyage to Shetlaod — Wrecked again — Fall among 
friends — Near death's door — Happy encounter — Description of 
Shetlaod — Myresidence there — Married — Summoned south ward. 

I did not think that I should oyer have got tired of 
living at Southsea with my kind aunt and fine hearty 
old uncle, but I had been so accustomed to a roving 
life and active employment, that in a little time I be- 
gan to consider that I ought to be looking out for 
something to do. What to do was the question. I 
had a fancy for staying on shore after having been 
knocked about at sea for so many years, and setting up 
in some business. 

"What, have you forgotten Margaret Troall ?" said 
my aunt to m'e one day. 

The chord was struck. " No, indeed, I have not," said 
I ; " I'll go and find her, and bring her back to you as 
my wife if she will have me." I had given all my 
money to my uncle to have put safe in a bank for me. 
The next day I drew thirty pounds of it, and shipped 
myself aboard a smack bound for Plymouth. Strange 
as it may seem, all the time I had been on shore I had 
never once thought of my oath and its consequence, but 
scarcely had I got to sea than the recollection of it came 

m2 
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back, and I fully expected that some accident would 
happen to me before I reached my destination. It did 
not, however. I landed in safety, and walked imme- 
diately up to the house where I hoped to find the old 
lady and her niece. How strange it seemed. I never 
felt in such a way before in my life. A child might 
have knocked me down. I got to the house. How 
well I knew it. I looked in, as I had done before, at 
the parlour window. I fully expected to see the old 
lady sitting in her arm-chair and knitting, as I had 
when I was last there. My heart jumped up right into 
my throat, and then down it went I don't know where. 
There was no old lady there ; but there were three 
little children, fat, chubby, merry things, tumbling 
about head over heels on the floor, and shouting and 
shrieking with laughter, while a young woman sat on 
a low chair knitting and encouraging them in their 
gambols, while she rocked a cradle with her foot. " A 11 
sorts of strange thoughts came into my head. Who 
can she be, I wonder? Can it be ?" I said. I looked 
at her very hard, but the glass was thick and dirty, 
and I could not make out her features. With a trem- 
bling hand I knocked at the door. A servant girl, 
after a little delay, opened it. 

" Does Mrs. Sandon live here?" I asked. 

" No, she doesn't," was the short answer. 

" Can you tell me where she lives ?" I said. 

" No ; she does not live anywhere, she's dead," said 
the girl, who seemed determined not to throw a word 
away. 

" Dead !" said I. " Dead ! just like grannie," I mut- 
tered, scarcely knowing what I was saying. The girl 
was going to slam the door in my face. " Can you 
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tell me, my good girl, who that lady is in the parlour V 
said I, stopping her. 

" Yes, that's Mrs. Jones," was the answer. 

I was no wiser than before. " Can you tell me what 
her maiden name was?" said I, in a low, trembling 
voice. 

" Missus never was a maid-servant ; she was always 
a lady, as she is now," answered the girl, with a toss 
of her head, again attempting to slam to the door. 

" Stop, stop !" I exclaimed, in an agitated manner. 
" Can you tell me whether she was Mrs. Sandon's 
niece?" 

"She'd nothing to do with Mrs. Sandon that I 
knows on," said the girl; "'you're asking a lot of 
questions. You wouldn't, if master was at home." 

I was fairly beaten. Just then I heard a footstep 
behind me, and on looking round, who should I see 
but Miss Bundle, tripping along the pavement up to 
her own* door, looking as brisk and young as ever. "Oh, 
Miss Bundle, I'm so glad to see you !" I exclaimed, 
forgetting ull the proprieties, and running after her. 
"Can you tell me anything about my kind friends 
who lived in our old house, and where I met you last 
at tea?" I thought she would have shrieked out 
when she saw me — she looked so astonished. 

" Why, who are you ? where did you come from ? 
What do you want ? Why, I thought you were dead. 
You are not alive, are you?" 

" I hope so, Miss Bundle. I fancy I am. I've done 
nothing to kill me lately, and I know that I was alive 
a short time ago," I answered, laughing in spite of my 
agitation. 

" Well, if you are sure that you are alive, come in 
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here and sit down and tell me all about it," said the 
little old lady, opening the door of her house with a 
latch-key which she drew from her pocket, and pointing 
to the parlour, which she signed to me to enter. 

I took off my hat and sat down, wondering what 
strange news I was to hear. She presently made her 
appearance, haying laid aside her walking dress. I 
felt myself completely at home in a moment, she looked 
so exactly as she had done when I last saw her on that 
delightful evening I spent at Plymouth, and as I so 
well remembered her in the days of my boyhood. 

" Well, Willand, I am glad to see you," said she in a 
kinder tone than usual " A young man whom you 
know, and whose name I would rather not repeat, 
indeed, I do not like thinking about him, told us that 
you were dead — drowned or killed somehow or other 
at sea. Perhaps he had his own selfish ends to serve, 
or perhaps he believed it ; we will hope for the best.** 

" Who do you mean ? What do you speak of, Miss 
Bundle 1" I exclaimed, in a voice full of agitation. 

" I speak of that false deceiver, that bad, heartless 
fellow, Charles Iffley," she answered, in a tone which 
showed her strong dislike to my former friend. " Do 
you know, some time after you were here, he returned 
from sea, and came up here to visit me, and talked of 
old times and old friendships, and how I had known 
his poor mother and his friends, till I was quite taken 
with him ; and then he presented me with a stuffed 
parrot and two little pets of Java sparrows, he called 
tjiem (which certainly were very merry and hopped 
about gaily in their cage), and a dried snake, which he 
told me was a great curiosity ; and he used to drop in 
to tea nearly every evening, and certainly he used to 
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alk very pleasantly. However, it is . not always the 
talkers are the best doers or the best people. Then he 
began to inquire about the ladies next door, and I in- 
vited them in to meet him, and he made himself still 
more agreeable than ever. This went on for some time, 
till I saw that he admired Miss Margaret, old Mrs. 
Sandon's niece ; however, as he had plenty of money, 
that was no business of mine. I must say that by this 
time I did not think so well of him as at first. Many 
things he said were very incorrect, and the snake he 
gave me began to be so disagreeable that I was obliged 
to throw it away, and my maid told me that she was 
certain the sparrows were no great things, so we ex- 
amined them carefully, and there could be no doubt 
about it, they were merely common English sparrows 
painted. When he came in and was waiting for me 
sometimes (for he used to watch when I was out, on 
purpose), he used to give them a touch up, and tell me 
that he had been washing them and restoring their 
plumage, and in that way he kept up the deception so 
long. An old gentleman, a friend of mine, who used 
to be fond of poking about and looking into old 
curiosity shops, happened to call, and I showed him 
the parrot which Charles Iffley told me had come from 
some part of Africa or South America round Cape 
Horn, only that it had died before he could give it to 
me. When my friend- saw the stuffed parrot, he turned 
it about and examined it, and then showing me a 
ticket fastened to its claw, told me that he knew the 
old Jew's shop where that bad fellow had bought it, 
and to a certainty that he had not given more than a 
shilling for it. All this was very provoking, and made 
me begin to think very differently of him to what I 
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had done at first. I did fancy that he might have had 
some regard for an old friend." And the old lady drew 
herself up and uttered a gentle sigh. " Such a dream 
was soon blown to the winds," she continued. " I 
found that he was constantly going and calling at Mrs. 
Sandon's, and very often he did not look in on me at 
all. It did not seem to me, however, that Margaret 
liked him, though I think her aunt thought well of 
him, and encouraged him to come to the house. He 
had never spoken of you, I found, till one day I men- 
tioned your name, when he said, ' Ah, poor fellow ! he 
was a great friend of mine. I first got him a ship, and 
helped to make a sailor of him. I was very sorry to 
lose him.' ' How lose him V asked Miss Margaret, 
gently. Then he told them how you had been sent 
away in a boat expedition in TenerifFe, to cut out some 
prizes, and that the boat you were in had been knocked 
to pieces, and that you had been either killed by the 
shot of the enemy or drowned, and that nothing since 
had been heard of you." 

"I cannot blame Charley, then," said I to Miss 
Bundle. " I have no doubt that he fully believed the 
statement he made. Had I not succeeded in getting 
on board another vessel, I should have been drowned, 
and we have never met since. But what occurred after 
this ? — go on." 

" You shall hear. When he saw that Miss Margaret 
took some interest in you, he began to talk of you in 
a disparaging way, as a poor sort of a fellow, easily 
led, and with all sorts of strange fancies, which he said 
he supposed had come to you with the northern blood 
which flowed in your veins, and then he spoke in no 
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very complimentary way of Scotland and the Orkney 
and Shetland people. He said he forgot to which you 
belonged. I saw the colour coming into Miss Mar- 
garet's cheeks. ' I belong to Shetland myself,' said she. 
' It is a country I love dearly.' On this, the young 
man began to apologize, and said that be was speaking 
without consideration; that he had known one bad 
Orkney man, and that was all, whereas he had known 
hundreds of bad Englishmen, and he hoped Miss Mar- 
garet would pardon him. She bowed, but said nothing. 
He did his best to make amends for what he had said, 
and certainly if attention would have won a woman, he 
would have won her. I could not help seeing that was 
his aim. However, his behaviour to me had not made 
me wish to give him any help. And, do you know, 1 
found that he had been speaking in a very disrespectful 
way of me. I cannot repeat the names he called me. 
It showed me clearly what he was, and, though I did 
not like to interfere, still I only hoped he would not 
succeed in winning that sweet girl." 

" Did he succeed, though !" I exclaimed, in a voice 
choking with agitation. " Oh ! tell me, Miss Bundle." 

u You shall hear," answered the old lady, who was 
not to be hurried in her narrative. u Of course, having 
won the good opinion of the aunt was a great point in 
his favour. So he used to continue to go to the house 
as often as ever. He took the aunt all sorts of pretty 
presents, though he did not venture to offer them to 
Margaret. At last, however, he seemed to think that 
the time was come when he must try his chance. So 
he walked in and found Margaret in the room alone, 
and he told her in an off-hand sort of way that he 
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loved her, and that, if she would many him, he would 
give up the sea and live on shore and make her com- 
fortable and happy for the rest of her days." 

" Did she accept him 1 did she marry him T I ex- 
claimed, interrupting the old lady. 

" You shall hear, Mr. Wetherholm," she answered, 
quietly. " What woman does not feel flattered by re- 
ceiving a proposal of marriage from a fine-looking, free- 
spoken young man ? I'm sure I should/' And she put 
her hand mechanically before her face to hide the 
gentle blush which the thought conjured up on her 
cheek. " She thanked him, but entreated him not to 
persist in his offers. Then she frankly told him that 
one she had loved had died at sea; that her heart was 
buried with him in his ocean grave; and that she 
could not marry a man she did not love. She was 
very firm, and Charles Iffley could not help seeing that 
he had very little chance of success. She told me this 
shortly afterwards. He, it .seems, did not give up his 
attempt to win her. Somehow or other, he had taken 
it into his head that she was speaking of you, though 
he was puzzled to know how you had won her heart. 
He returned several times to the house, but his chief 
occupation seems to have been in abusing you. This 
made poor Miss Margaret fancy that you all the time 
were alive, and that he knew it ; and this, of course, 
made her still less inclined towards him. The less way 
he made in her affections, the more bitter he became 
against you, till at last she had to tell him that his 
conversation was disagreeable, and that he must never 
come to the house again. He still did come to the 
door several times, but the maid told him that he must 
not come in, and that she would scream out murder if 
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he attempted it. Soon after this, poor old Mrs. San don 
fell ill and died, and Miss Margaret was left alone 
without any one to assist her or protect her. I asked 
her to come and live with me till she could make, ar- 
rangements what to do. She had friends in Shetland, 
though that is a long way off, and I could not think 
what help they could afford her. They wrote back 
begging that she would come to them, and that she 
should be like their daughter, and they would be 
parents to her. Well, against my advice, she resolved 
to set off, and away she went. She kindly wrote to 
me once, to tell me of her safe arrival, and she thought- 
fully paid the postage, which was just like her, and 
very right. You shall see her letter, for I do not think 
she would object to my showing it to you." 

I thanked Miss Bundle very much for the account 
she had given me, but I could scarcely reply to her 
for thinking what I would do. All sorts of ideas 
crowded into my mind. I scarcely, however, recollected 
Charley Iffley and his behaviour. My thoughts flew 
off to Shetland, and to Margaret TroalL Miss 
Bundle gave me her letter. I read it over and over 
again. I made a note of the place from which she 
dated it. Miss Bundle saw me and asked me if I 
was going to write to her. " No ; I intend to go to 
Shetland." I answered promptly. " I have made up 
my mind to that. After all you have told me I should 
not rest happy till I had seen her. Perhaps I shall 
take up my abode there altogether. My father's 
family come from Shetland, and if I could get Aunt 
Bretta to come up there also, we might all be very 
happy." I was much pleased by the kind way in 
which Miss Bundle seemed to sympathize with me, 
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and entered into all my views and plans, though she 
herself had no personal interest in them. She told 
me, in course of- conversation, that she had not since 
seen Charles Iffley, but that she believed he belonged 
to some man-of-war or other, at the time of which she 
had been speaking, and that she understood he was 
still in the service. 

My plan once formed, I lost no time in putting it 
into execution. That very evening I found a smack 
sailing for Portsmouth and took my passage by her. 
On reaching Southsea and telling my aunt all that had 
occurred, she very much approved of my plans, and 
encouraged me to set off at once for Shetland. She 
sent all sorts of messages to old friends and to the 
children of old friends ; for, as she remarked with a 
sigh, it was too probable that many of the parents 
would have been called away from the world. Drawing 
a further supply of money from the bank, I went up to 
London by the coach the next morning. I wont stop 
to describe how I was bothered and confused in Lon- 
don, and how heartily I wished myself out of it I 
found my way to London Bridge, and, after making 
many inquiries, I reached a place where there were 
several Leith smacks moored together. One was 
going to sail the next tide. I joyfully stepped aboard 
of her, and still more happy was I to find myself clear 
of the Thames and out at sea. We were just a week 
making the passage, which was very well, considering 
we had a foul wind for some hours and had to bring 
up in Yarmouth Roads. From Leith I got on by 
another vessel to Aberdeen. In that port I found a 
regular trader which sailed once a month to Lerwick, 
in Shetland. She was a smack, but not equal in size 
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to the craft in which I had come down from London 
to Leith. We had been out about three days when 
very heavy thick weather came on, and a south- 
westerly gale sprang up, which came sweeping through 
the passage between Orkney and Shetland, kicking up 
a terrific sea. The smack behaved very well, but at 
last all that could be done was to set a try-sail and to 
heave her to, and away we drifted we knew not where. 
I had never before been in the North Seas, so I was 
not accustomed to such dark gloomy weather — not but 
what it is bad enough in the English Channel now and 
then — still it does not often last so long as it does up in 
the north. Day after day the clouds hung down over 
us, and the wind howled, and the dark green seas 
kept leaping up round us as if eager to draw us down 
under their angry foaming bosoms. We had a hard 
matter to cook our provisions, and no very easy one 
to eat them raw or cooked. Suddenly the wind 
shifted and blew as strongly as ever from the eastward, 
and then from the northward, and then got back again 
into the old quarter, and the master confessed that, for 
the life of him, he could not tell where we had drifted to. 

" On which side of Shetland are we, do you think 1" 
said I. 

" I only hope that we are still to the eastward, but at 
all events, I believe we are well away to the north- 
ward of the islands." 

" I hope so," I answered. " But look, captain, how 
steady and unbroken the seas come rolling in from 
the west, if we are not to the northward, it is my 
opinion that we have got the islands under our lee, 
and if this gale is to continue, I would rather have 
them anywhere else than there." 
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" So would I, young man ; but I have made this trip 
pretty often, and I don't think that I can be so far out 
in my calculation," was the answer. 

All I could say was that I hoped that I was 
wrong and he was right, as, whichever was the 
case, there was nothing we could do till the weather 
moderated. On we drove. I did not like the look 
of things. When night came on I did not turn 
in, but sat down below out of the cold, ready to spring 
on deck in a moment. I had fastened my money in a 
belt round my waist, and kept my shoes ready to kick 
off, and my jacket loose to throw easily aside. I was 
certain that the vessel would be wrecked. I felt no 
fear for my own life, though I remembered my rash 
oath and what had occurred so often before, and the 
gloomy weather had indeed increased the conviction 
that I was under a sort of curse, and that I should 
have no rest till it was fulfilled. I am just saying 
what I then thought. I cannot even now be surprised 
at the idea gaining such powerful possession of my 
mind while everything that had happened to me had 
tended to strengthen it. Night came on. Pitchy 
darkness surrounded the storm-driven little smack. The 
cry of rt breakers ! breakers P* and piercing shrieks 
made me spring on deck. At that moment the vessel 
struck. The foaming seas came hissing and roaring up 
after her. We were among a dark mass of rocks ; 
no fabric formed by human hands could have withstood 
the violence of those terrific waves. I held on to the 
last moment, while the huge foaming seas washed over 
me, almost drowning me, as I clung to the wreck. 
Then I felt the deck quiver and shake, and the stout 
beams and timbers were wrenched and torn asunder 
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tinder my feet, and I was hurled onward among the 
broken fragments by a roaring sea, which must have 
well nigh completed the destruction of the craft. I lost 
all consciousness. My last thought had been that at 
length the angry sea was about to claim me as a victim. 
There was a hissing, roaring sound in my ears. I felt 
myself tossed to and fro, and knocked and battered, but 
I made no attempt, that I am aware of, to save myself. 
At length I opened my eyes. It was daylight. Some 
men were bending over me. I heard a voice say, 
" Here is one who seems to have still some life in him." 
And another person came and took my hand, and after 
waiting a minute, said, " Yes ; carry him up to the 
house." And I was put on a litter and borne up a 
steep path among some cliffs, and then across a high, 
wild down till I reached a substantial, strongly -built 
stone house. The movement of the litter had a very 
good effect on me, so that by the time I reached the 
house my chest was relieved from the salt water I had 
swallowed and my senses had completely returned. I 
was, therefore, saved the ceremony, very common in 
those days, by which a good many people were killed, 
of hanging nearly drowned men up by the heels, under 
the idea that the water would more quickly run out 
of their mouths. I was carried into a large boarded 
room, out of which several others opened. In one of 
these there was a bed. After my wet clothes had been 
taken off me I was placed in bed, carefully wrapped up 
in blankets, and directly after some warm drink was 
brought me. I remember struggling somewhat when 
I found my money-belt being taken off me, and trying 
to possess myself of it. " Never fear, young man ; it 
will be all safe," said a voice. " We are not wreckers, 
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and we no longer fancy that you will work us harm 
because we help to save your life." This satisfied me. 
I knew that there were bad people as well as good in 
the world, but I had often met with good ones, so I 
hoped that I had now fallen among such. One thing, 
at all events, was very evident, they seemed anxious to 
save my life. After this I fell into a sound sleep. 

It was nine o'clock in the evening when I awoke ; 
but the summer days are very long in those regions, 
and even then the evening sun was shining into the 
window. A stout, white-haired, kindly-looking old 
gentleman came in to see me with a younger man, 
whom I took to be his son, and a servant girl brought 
in a tray with some tea, and some barley scones, hot and 
buttered. I thought that I had never tasted anything 
nicer in my life. 

" I hope you are better now after yonr sleep, young 
man," said the old gentleman. " If fever can be kept 
off I think you will do well ; but we have sent for the 
doctor to look at your hurts. There are two or three 
other people who want his aid." 

" What, only two or three escaped out of all those 
on board the smack ?" said I. 

" It is a mercy that any came on shore alive ; and you 
will say so when you see the place in daytime," said the 
younger man. 

" We wont talk about it now," said the old gentle- 
man. " The less he talks or hears others talk, the 
better just now. We bid you good night. Sleep 
again, if you can ; some one will look in on you to see 
how you are going on, now and then." 

With these words my hospitable friends left me once 
more to myself. 
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. I found that I should indeed be better for a doctor's 
care. I saw that I had been bruised and battered 
dreadfully ; my head had been bandaged, and when I 
tried to stir I found all my limbs sore and stiff; indeed, 
it was not without great pain that I could move either 
an arm or a leg. I slept through most of the night. 
When I did awake, I began to think' where I had got 
to, for the old gentleman had remained in the room so 
short a time, that I had not been able to ask any ques- 
tions. I had little doubt that I had been cast away 
on the coast of Shetland, but whether on the northern 
or southern end I could not tell, any more than who my 
kind host could be. 

The next day the doctor arrived. He had ridden 
over from Lerwick with only the rest of half-an-hour 
for his steed he said ; so I knew that I must be at some 
distance from that town, and yet on the big island 
called the mainland. He dressed my wounds aud 
bruises, and told me that one or two of my ribs were 
broken, but that I might consider myself fortunate 
that matters were no worse ; and remarked that he had 
so doubt I had lived a prudent, careful life, as I was 
perfectly free from all signs of fever, which would not 
otherwise have been the case ; and then giving me some 
bottles of medicine to take, he left me to look after his 
other patients. He spent two or three days in the 
house, for the islands are generally so healthy that 
there was not much demand for his services elsewhere* 
One of my poor shipmates died, I was told, from his 
hurts. I rapidly got better. Besides the old gentle- 
man and his son and the doctor, an old lady looked in 
now and then to see me. She was a very neat, pretty 
old woman, so cheerful and cheery, always had some- 

N 
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thing pleasant to say, and she contributed much to 
raise my spirits. I will say that I was most thankful 
for all the mercies which had been shown me, and for 
my preservation from so great a danger. At last I 
was pronounced well enough and strong enough to get 
up and appear in public. A barber, who waa going his 
rounds, came in and shaved me and cut my hair, and 
my head and nice were all to rights, so that I looked 
as well as ever, only my ribs hurt me a little, and my 
limbs felt somewhat stiff. The old gentleman came to 
my room when I was ready. " Take my arm," said he, 
kindly ; " you will find it rather strange walking at 
first, and your knees will shake a little." 

I could not refuse his kind offer, though I thought 
that I could have walked very well by myself He 
led me into the large hall, and there, seated by a window 
at the further end, looking out on the sea, I observed 
two young women. One was dressed in black, the other 
in some sober colour or other. They were both at the 
moment bending down over their knitting, and talking 
in a low voice to each other, so that they did not observe 
our entrance. We had got three-quarters of the way 
across the room, and the old gentleman was giving me 
a chair to sit down on, when the noise it made over the 
floor caused them to look up. There sat one I had so 
long thought of I had come to search for Margaret 
Troall. She looked at me in a strange, bewildered way. 
Still she knew me, and yet she could not believe her 
senses. She tried to rise from her chair to come towards 
me, but something seemed to keep her back. She drew 
her breath quickly, as if she would have wished to 
have* spoken, but could not. I felt that I ought to 
speak first. 
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"They told you I was dead, Miss Margaret," said I, 
and I know my voice trembled very much, and I know 
that had I hot leant on the chair I should have fallen. 
" They were mistaken; I went to Plymouth only lately, 
and found you were no longer there; and when I dis- 
covered that you had gone north, I came here to seek 
you." 

She recovered herself while I was speaking, and rising 
from her seat, came up and gave me her hand. I do 
not say that there was anything very extraordinary in 
the action, but I know that it made me very happy. Her 
friends at first looked very much astonished ; but a few 
worcte served to explain matters, and then they were 
doubly glad that they had had the opportunity of being 
of so much service to an old friend of their young rela- 
tive. I found that the name of my host, the uncle of 
Miss Troall, was David Angus, and that the place where 
the smack had been wrecked was in St. Magnus Bay, 
in the parish of North Morven. My friends I found 
were the holders of one of the largest farms in the dis- 
trict, and lived in a very comfortable though, what 
people in the south would call, a rough way. I am not 
going to talk of all that passed between Margaret and 
me. I should not have believed that she had thought 
as much of me as she had done, it seemed ; but our first 
meeting had been under peculiar circumstances. She 
had seen me mourning deeply for a lost relative, and 
she had discovered thus that I had a tender heart, so I 
njay venture to say, and now my coming all the way 
north to look for her showed her that she had made no 
little impression on it. Well, all that has passed and 
gone. I got every day better and better, and was soon 
able to walk out with her along the tops of the wild 
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cliffs, and to visit the wild scenes to be found especially 
in that part of the island. I remember one place we 
visited especially, called, I think, the Navis Grind. It 
is a gap in the cliffs, formed by the whole force of the 
western ocean rolling against them during a succession 
of heavy gales, age after age, till vast fragments of the 
rock have been forced in some hundred yards over the 
downs, and now lie like the fragments of some ruined city 
scattered over the plain. We delighted in returning 
to those scenes of wild grandeur because they contrasted 
so strongly with our own quiet happiness. 

This was only the second time in my life that I had 
enjoyed what might be properly called idleness. • The 
first was during my short stay with Aunt Bretta, and 
then I confess that I often did at times feel weary 
from not knowing what to do with myself. Now I 
never felt anything like weariness, I was too happy to 
spend the greater part of the day in the society of 
Margaret. Sometimes I used to walk by myself over 
the downs by the edge of the cliffs, and at others visit 
the different parts of his farm with my host, and assist 
him to look after his cattle and horses and sheep, which 
were scattered far and wide over the peninsula. 

I have scarcely mentioned his daughter Minna. She 
was a fair-haired, smiling, good-natured lassie, who 
was contented with her lot, because she had sense 
enough to discover that it was a very happy one. 
There was one person, however, who would, I soon 
with some pain discovered, have been better pleased 
had I not come to the islands. That was John Angus, 
my host's son. He did not treat me uncivilly or un- 
kindly, but I saw that it cost him an effort to be as 
cordial as the rest of his family. He was a good- 



DESCRIPTION OF SHETLAND. 181 

natured, frank, kind-hearted man, whom under other 
circumstances I should have hoped to have made my 
friend. I cannot but think, too, that in time he would 
have won Margaret's regard, and he was certainly a 
man to have made any woman happy. In two weeks 
or so I was Margaret's acknowledged suitor, or rather 
I may say her affianced husband. I was so happy, 
that I thought sorrow could never again come near 
me. Now Margaret herself reminded me that I was 
a Shetlander — indeed, as I was born at sea, no other 
people would claim me — and that I ought to try and 
find out some of my family. I talked the subject over 
with Mr. Angus. He remembered many of them, but 
when he came to consider, every one of my near rela- 
tions were gone. Some cousins of my father's were the 
nearest remaining, and then there were several of Aunt 
Bretta's old Mends, the companions of her youth 
whom she wished me to see. John Angus volunteered 
to accompany me, and he provided two strong shaggy 
little ponies for our journey. 

We started away one morning soon after daybreak 
over the wild tracks, the only substitute for roads 
through the islands in those days, and crossed into 
the chief part of the mainland, by a causeway so 
narrow that I could have thrown a biscuit across it. 
On one side of us was Howe Sound, and on the other 
Hagraseter Voe, a long narrow voe running out of Yell 
Sound. It would be difficult to describe the wild, yet 
often beautiful scenery through which we passed. 
Long deep voes full of inlets and indentations, with 
high heathery hills on either side, was the most cha- 
racteristic feature, and quiet little inland rocks with 
wild fowl resting on their bosom was another, and 
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then high rocky cliffs, the habitations of innumerable 
sea birds, and hundreds of green islands and rocks scat- 
tered about on every side on the surface of the blue 
ocean. John Angus did his best to point out to me the 
various points of interest we passed. Among the most 
curious were the Pictie towers, little round edifices built 
with rough stone, beautifully put together, with passages 
inside winding up to the top without steps. They were 
built by a race who inhabited those islands long before 
the time of which history gives any account. Whence 
they came, or how they departed, no one knows. 
Every hamlet throughout Shetland is called a toune. 
The cottages composing them are very far from attrac- 
tive-looking edifices, generally built of mud, of one 
story, and thatched; with a midden on one side of the 
door, and a pool of a very doubtful colour and contents 
on the other. The insides were often large and clean, 
and tidy enough, and in such I found many of my 
aunt's friends residing. Wherever I went, I was hos- 
pitably received, and I delivered my messages, and 
rode on. I cannot say that my cousins appeared 
very highly delighted at seeing me, which was natural 
enough, considering that till I made my appearance, 
and announced myself, they had never heard there was 
such a person in existence. However, Aunt Bretta 
was remembered by all her cotemporaries with affec- 
tion. I should have enjoyed my visits more had I not 
been anxious to return to Hillswick. We were alto- 
gether five days away, and in that period, sometimes 
by means of boats, and sometimes on the backs of 
ponies, and at others on our own feet, we visited the 
greater portion of the islands. I often felt that had' I 
been born among them, that I should never have de» 
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aired to leave their quiet shores, and more than once 
contemplated the probability of my spending the re- 
mainder of my days there. I spoke my mind on the 
subject to John Angus. 

"Do, Wetherholm, do," he answered; " we shall be 
glad to have you among us ; but you've heard the old 
notion we islanders have among us, that he who is 
saved from drowning by any one of us is certain to 
work us ill." 

" I've heard of the idea not only as held by the 
people of Shetland, but by those of many other 
countries," I answered. " Like many other ideas, to my 
mind, it is not only false, but wrong and wicked. De- 
pend on it, the idea was invented by those who wanted 
an excuse for killing the unfortunate people wrecked 
on their coasts in order to obtain their property." 

" That may be," said Angus; " still, for my part, I 
cannot help believing that it is in some respects true. 
However, sometimes a man may work another harm 
without intending it. But come along, put your nag 
into a trot, we have a good many miles of this heavy 
peat land to get over before we reach home." 

It was not till some time afterwards that I knew 
what John Angus meant by his remarks. He volun- 
teered to take the ponies round to the stable, whUe I 
went into the house. It was worth going away for a 
few days for the pleasure of being received as I was 
by Margaret I thought her looking more sweet and 
lovely than ever. As I said before, I am not going to 
repeat all that occurred between us. The day was 
fixed for our marriage, and Mends from far and near 
were invited to it. They came, some by water and 
others on ponies; the women on pack-saddles, with 
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their headgear in baskets hung over their arms. Mr. 
Angus had told me that he hoped, since I was to 
become his nephew, that I would live on with him 
and help him in his croft, as there was work enough 
both for me and his son. John, indeed, had a mind to 
go and see something of the world, and was proposing 
a trip to Aberdeen, if not to Edinburgh, before the 
winter. He would be away, at all events, during the 
winter, so that my services would be of great value. 

This proposal exactly suited my wishes. I was 
certain that Margaret would be happy with her friends, 
and I should find plenty of the sort of employment 
which suited me. I should be out of doors during all 
the hours of daylight, and I knew that I should be 
handy in the various occupations in which the . family 
passed their time during the long evenings of winter. 
Well, then, Margaret and I were married, and the 
guests, who had welcomed me back as a countryman to 
Shetland, took their departure, and we all settled down 
into a very regular, happy state of existence. John 
Angus went away to Scotland, and I took his place as 
his father's assistant. The winter came round pretty 
quickly, and though we had fogs and damp sometimes, 
I did not find the weather nearly so cold as I expected. 
Even in mid-winter, with a south-westerly wind, it 
was always quite warm; but when the wind shifted 
round and came out of the north-east or east, it was 
cold enough. Still there was very little ice, and not 
often much snow. As I have often remarked when 
wandering over the globe, every country has its advan- 
tages, and those far northern islands have theirs. They 
have their long days in summer, and bright skies, and 
fragrant wild flowers, and fine wild scenery, and, thanks 
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to the hot waters of the Gulf Stream which wash their 
shores, a tolerably temperate climate all the year 
round. The winter passed rapidly away. I could 
often scarcely believe in my happiness, after all the 
hardships and dangers I had undergone, and I am 
afraid that I was not sufficiently grateful for it. One 
thing I felt, that Margaret did not repent the choice 
she had made. Though I had had rather more educa- 
tion than generally falls to the lot of those of my class, 
I knew that I was but a rough, untutored seaman, and 
so I did my utmost to be tender and gentle to my wife, 
and to study how I best could please her in everything. 
I did not forget my old friend Miss Bundle, — my wife 
and I wrote her a long letter between us, full of all 
sorts of fun; we also took good care to pay the postage. 
Of course, also, we wrote to Aunt Bretta. She sent 
back a letter in return, hoping that we would soon 
come south to see her. We expected John Angus in 
the spring, but he did not return. He wrote instead, 
to say that he had got some employment in the south, 
which suited him for the present, and that he was very 
happy. 

A whole year passed away. During the second 
winter, I thought that my wife, who had been so long 
accustomed to the soft air of Devonshire, was suffering 
from the long continuance of damp fogs. While I was 
balancing in my mind whether I ought not to take 
her south, I received another letter from Aunt Bretta. 
She told me that she was quite sickening to see me and 
my wife, and that my uncle hoped to be able to find 
some employment on shore which would suit my taste. 
When I laid the proposal before my wife, she at once 
acceded to it. "I am afraid," said she, " that as long 
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as we remain here, we keep poor John away from his 
family. If we go south, he will return home." David 
Angus, and the old lady, and our kind-hearted oousin 
were most unwilling to part with us, but we had 
written to Aunt Bretta to say that we were coming, 
and we could not again change our plana About the 
middle of June, we sailed in a smack, bound direct for 
Leith, and once more I found myself on salt water. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Voyage in the smack — Gale springs up — Washed overboard — 
Saved on a spar — Dreadful fears for my wife's safety — The 
kind-hearted fisherman — Find the smack — Account of her 
escape — Journey on land — Coach upset — Again preserved — 
Beach home — Old Jerry again — His adventure with the hears. 

I was walking the deck one night, while my wife was 
below, and thinking of the events of my past life, when 
the recollection of my rash oath came across me like a 
thunder clap in summer, when just before the whole 
sky overhead has appeared of the purest blue. " Is my 
dreadful fate still to pursue me V 9 I thought. " Bather 
than she should be torn from me, let me perish with 
her." The weather was fine, the wind was light and 
fair, and there was not the slightest cause for any ap- 
prehension of danger. Had I been by myself, such an 
idea would not, I believe, have crossed my mind ; but 
now that I had so precious a being under my charge, I 
was timid as a mother with her first-born child. At 
last I went below, and the night passed away in quiet- 
ness. The next morning was bright and lovely as ever 
an early summer has had to exhibit, and I felt ashamed 
of my thoughts of the previous evening, as if I had been 
ungrateful for the blessings I had received, and mis- 
trustful of God's merciful providence. Still the idea? 
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I had entertained came back again during the forenoon, 
and haunted me at times throughout the day. Had I 
been able to speak to my wife on the subject, I doubt 
not I should have relieved my mind ; but I was afraid 
of frightening her and making her nervous, so I kept 
them to myself As the evening drew on, dark clouds 
were seen banking up in the horizon. I watched them 
with an anxiety I had never before experienced at sea, 
for I had never before been on the ocean with a freight 
I prized so much. They continued rapidly to increase, 
and before night closed in had formed a thick canopy 
overhead, while dark heaving seas came rolling in 
towards us across the full width of the German 
Ocean, and the increasing breeze moaned and whistled 
in our rigging. The smack heeled over to the force of 
the wind till her lee bulwarks were under water, but 
still the master was unwilling to shorten sail. We 
were on a lee shore, and he was anxious to haul off 
sufficiently to make his passage good for the Firth of 
Forth. We might even then have run back for the 
Moray Firth, where, as the wind was from the south- 
ward of east, we should have got under the lee of the 
land ; but then we might have been detained there, 
very certainly for many days and perhaps for several 
weeks, so he resolved, at all hazards, to keep the sea. 
Under a close-reefed mainsail and storm-jib, the little 
vessel continued her course, looking bravely up to the 
increasing gale. . Still, at times, she plunged heavily 
into the seas, and it looked often, as I stood on her 
deck, that she would never rise again above them. I 
sat, while I could, by my wife in the cabin, to try and 
comfort and protect her ; but I could not help rushing 
on deck every now and then to ascertain how matters 
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were proceeding, but the report I had to give when I 
returned below was anything but encouraging. I had 
no idea of deceiving people, as some persons do, when 
danger is threatening. I am certain that the more a 
person can contemplate the possibility of danger the 
better able they will be to encounter it when it comes, 
if they have employed the meantime in reflection and 
in considering the best means to meet it. 

We were off the Scotch coast, somewhere between 
Stonehaven and Montrose, I fancy, when the gale came 
down upon us with greater force than ever, and the 
old master thought if he could get the trysail on the 
vessel, as we had by this time gained a considerable 
offing, that he should be able to heave her to and weather 
it out till it blew over. As he was about to shift the 
sails the wind lulled a little, and once more he hoped 
that he should be able to hold on his course. He 
forgot that all this time, though he was certainly 
getting more to the southward, the vessel was also 
drifting nearer and nearer in-shore. At last the gale, 
as if it had rested merely to gain strength, breezed up 
again with greater fury than ever. I was below at 
the time. " We must get the trysail on her, my lads," 
I heard the old man sing out. Securing my wife to a 
sofa in the cabin, I sprang on deck to lend a hand, for 
I knew that all the strength that could be obtained 
would be required, and that every moment of delay 
added to our danger. Many as were the gales I had 
been in, I had never beheld a more terrific-looking 
scene than that by which I now found myself sur- 
rounded. Vivid flashes of lightning every now and 
then revealed the dark wall-like waves which rose up 
with their crests of foam on every side around us, and 
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threatened to engulf the little craffc struggling help- 
lessly among them. Still no one stopped a moment to 
think of all this — the work to be done was to get the 
mainsail off her and to set the trysail. I thought at 
the time that we were much nearer in-shore than the 
old master fancied. The trysail was almost set, and 
we were hauling out the sheet, when I heard the old 
man sing out, "Hold on! my lads, hold on! Here 
comes a sea which will give her a shake." On it came. 
I was to leeward. I felt myself torn from the rope to 
which I held, and my feet lifted off the deck. The 
wild waves surrounded me. There was a tumult in 
my ears. With horror and agony I discovered that 
the sea had carried me overboard. I shrieked out 
instinctively for help, though I knew that none could 
be afforded. In vain I struggled to regain the vessel. 
My real condition presented itself with terrible clear- 
ness to my mind. For my own life I cared not, but I 
thought of my wife; of her agony and despair when 
she discovered that I was lost I would have given 
worlds to have got once more on board that little sea- 
tossed bark. I was always a good swimmer. Even 
amid those tossing waves I found that I could keep 
my head above water. Still the unequal struggle 
could not have lasted long, when at the moment I was 
losing the dim outline of the little vessel in the dark- 
ness, I found myself thrown against some floating 
object. A hope that I might possibly preserve my life 
sprung up in my bosom. I grasped the object, and 
found that it was part of the mast and top of a large 
vessel. I clambered upon it and held fast while I 
recovered my breath. Though it was violently tossed 
about by the seas, which threatened every moment to 
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sweep me off from it, still I held on. My first thought 
was to .endeavour to discover how far off was the smack, 
on board which was all I prized in life. I could 
nowhere see her. I have heard of people's hair turn- 
ing white in a single night from grief; I felt that mine 
might have done so from the agony of mind I endured. 
Would the smack weather out the gale ? or would my 
dear wife survive the shock when she discovered that 
I had been so suddenly torn from her. " I have often 
been punished, and justly, but this is the most severe 
punishment of all," I thought to myself. A voice 
whispered in my ear, " Curse God, and die," — the same 
voice which had whispered the same words into the 
ear of the patriarch Job many ages ago, and has been 
whispering the like into the ears of thousands of 
human beings ever since. " Oh, God have mercy on 
me and support me !" I ejaculated, and the tempter fled 
from me. 

Scarcely able to breathe from the dense masses of 
spray surrounding me, and from the waves which kept 
continually washing over me, I still clung on to the 
wreck. I thought that I perceived that the shattered 
mast was being floated onward. I do not remember 
now what reason I had for supposing so. It contri- 
buted, at all events, to keep up my hope of being ulti- 
mately rescued. How slowly and painfully the hours 
passed by. Often I thought that, from very exhaustion 
and cold, I must be swept from my hold. At length, 
as I was looking upwards at the sky to try and discover 
any break in the clouds which might afford me an in- 
dication that the gale was abating, I beheld the first 
faint streaks of dawn appearing in the eastward. The 
clouds seemed to lift like a thick curtain to let in the 
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light of day. I looked round towards the land ; I 
could distinguish its dim outline through' the darkness 
which still hung over it. This convinced me that the 
mast must have drifted much nearer than when I first 
got hold of it. This fact, however, tended to increase 
my anxiety for the fate of the smack. What if she has 
been driven on the rock, and, as would probably be the 
case, all on board nave perished ? " Oh, why, why was 
not I allowed to remain with my dear wife, to perish 
with her, or to be the. means of saving her 1" I ex- 
claimed, in the agony of my spirit. The intensity of 
my feelings almost overcame me. As daylight increased, 
I saw that the summer gale had considerably lessened, 
and every minute the wind seemed to be going down. 
I could now clearly make out the shore, the yellow 
sands, with their fringe of dark rocks, over which the 
surf was breaking with almost unabated fury. " What 
chance of escaping with my life will there be, if T am 
drifted in among those wild rocks?" I thought to myself. 
Now there could be no doubt that I was drifting, and 
rapidly too, towards the shore. With an anxious, 
piercing gaze, I looked round to the southward to see # 
if I could discover any signs of the smack, half dreading 
to find her driven in among the rocks, yet still praying 
and hoping that she might be riding safely at anchor 
behind some sheltering reef, or within some little har- 
bour on the coast. Not a sign of her could I discover. 
I looked seaward. Two or three sail were seen, rising 
and falling in the offing, but too far off to allow me to 
hope that she could be one of them. On drove the 
mast; its course was altered, and it was evidently 
drifting along shore to the southward. I judged that 
I was not more than three or four hundred fathoms 
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from the breakers. I discovered that by climbing a little 
further on the mast, I could stand upright without its 
turning over with me. Finding this, I untied a silk 
handkerchief I had about my neck, and waved it around 
my head. I continued waving, hoping that some one 
would see my signal. I waited anxiously, looking 
along the shore. At so early an hour few people were 
out. At last the head of a man appeared above a 
sand-hill. I waved more vehemently, and shouted, 
forgetting that my voice could not be heard above the 
roar of the breakers. Soon I saw him standing on the 
top of the hill, and looking through a spyglass at me, 
and then he waved his hand in return, and, pointing to 
the southward, ran on. Directly afterwards I saw two 
or three other people running in the same direction, 
carrying oars over their shoulders, and a boat-hook. I 
guessed that they were making for some little harbour 
or sandy cove, where their boats were drawn up. I 
prayed that they might come to my aid quickly, for 
every instant the wreck of the mast drove nearer and 
nearer to the rocks. Still I cannot say that I felt much 
doubt about being saved after having already been so 
mercifully preserved during the night from dangers so 
terrific. Yet it appeared an age before 1 saw a boat 
darting out from an opening in the rocks. Putting 
her head to the seas, she dashed up towards ma She 
had not come a minute too soon. 

" Stand by, mon ! stand by to leap aboard !" I heard 
a voice sing out, as the bow of the boat came close up 
to where I was hanging on. 

I did not require a second order ; at the same time 
my limbs were so. stiff and benumbed, that I could 
scarcely have obeyed it, had not two of the men in the 

o 
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' bow of the boat caught me by the collar, and hauled 
me on board. 

" Noo, round wi' her, laddies ! round wi' her I well 
hear a' aboot it by-and-bye," cried the man at the 
helm. 

The boat was at the time scarcely half-a-dozen fathoms 
from the surf, and any sea rolling in, and breaking sooner 
than usual, might have rolled her over and over and 
drowned all hands. With hearty tugs the men who 
had so bravely rescued me pulled the boat round and 
out to sea, while the mast was directly afterwards 
carried among the surf; and hurled round and round, 
till it was cast in fragments on the rocks, I shuddered 
when I saw what my fate might have been. There 
was little time to exchange many words with the fisher- 
men before the boat was pulled into a little sandy cove, 
and they, all springing out, ran her up high and dry on 
the beach. 

" You maun be weet, laddie," said the old master of 
the boat, helping me out of her with the aid of two of 
the other men. "Come up to my hoose, and we'll 
put dry duds on ye, and then you'll tell us how ye came 
to be floating on that bit of wreck there. She maun 
hae been a large ship ye belonged to, I'm thinking, and 
ye were the only one saved ? it's sad to think of it." 

Under some circumstances I should have been amused 
by the eagerness of the old man to hear the account I 
had to give, at the same time that his kind heart 
prompted him not to fatigue me by asking questions. 
I was still more anxious to know if he could give me 
any account of the smack. As we were going up to 
the cottage I described her exactly, but he shook hi£ 
head. 
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" We were up late last nicht, looking along tbe shore 
on account of the gale, and we were not out so early 
this morning as usual/' was the reply. 

Having satisfied the curiosity of my host with an 
account of my own adventure, I entreated that, as soon 
as my clothes were dried, I might be allowed to proceed 
to the southward along the coast, to try and gain tidings 
of the smack. My hopes revived within me when the 
fisherman told me that we were not far from the mouth 
of the Firth of Tay, and that perhaps the smaek might 
have been driven in there. 

" Still, ye should know that there is a danger there 
which has proved fatal to many a tall ship," said the 
old man. " It's called the Inchoape Rock. There's a 
bell made fast to it, which, whenever a gale is blow- 
ing, tolls by the tossing of the seas as they drive against 
it. You've heard tell, maybe, of the pirate, who, in 
the wantonness of his wickedness, carried the bell away, 
and who, although another was placed in itd stead, was 
lost, with all his companions, on that very rock. Heaven 
finds out sinners of high and low degree, at some time 
or other, however they may endeavour to escape its 
vengeance." 

I thought to myself " True, indeed, is that. How 
often have I been found out and punished for my one 
great sin." 

Ill and weak as I was, I insisted, as I had had some 
food on starting, to proceed along the coast to try and 
obtain t'dings of the smack. If she had not foundered, 
she must have been cast on shore or taken shelter in 
some harbour at the mouth of the Tay. 

" No, no," said the old man ; " young blood fancies 
that it can do anything, but I tell ye that ye have no 

o2 
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strength to go on now without rest. I'll send my 
laddies along the coast, both north and south, and they 
will make inquiries and bring back any tidings they 
can obtain ■; you will have news of the vessel more 
speedily in that way than any other." 

Still I insisted on putting on my own clothes and 
setting off; but when I attempted to get up I found that 
I could scarcely walk across the room, much less could I 
hope to trudge over the links, and rough rocks, and sand 
which lined the shore along which I wished to proceed. 
I was obliged, therefore, to consent to go to bed, and 
to try and sleep. At first I thought that would be 
impossible, but my old sailor habits triumphed over 
the anxiety I felt, and the rest I so much needed came 
to me. 

In less than four hours I awoke. I found myself 
alone ; so I sprang up and put on my clothes, resolved 
that nothing should stop me from proceeding on my 
journey. I felt far stronger than I could have expected. 

" Stay till my laddies come in, and hear what account 
they have to give ye," said the kind-hearted old fisher- 
man, making me sit down once more in the porch in 
front of his cottage. The roof was the bow of a small 
boat, which made a good shelter from the sun, and the 
supporting-posts the jawbones of a whale which had 
been stranded on the shore. That I might have some- 
thing to distract my mind he gave me a stick that 
I might fashion it to support my steps as I walked 
along. When I had cut it to the required length I 
sprang up, saying, I would go on some little way, at 
all events, begging his son to follow me ; when we saw 
the young man approaching the cottage from the north, 
I ran forward to meet him. 



FEARS FOR MARGARET^ SAFETY, 197 



« 



"Have you beard anything of the smack)" I in- 
quired, in breathless haste. 

" No ; -not a sign of her. There was a big ship lost 
with all hands — not a soul escaped — in the early part 
of the night ; but often when the big ship goes down 
the small one swims ; ye ken that, mon," was the 
answer. 

Although he had been out for some hours, he insisted 
on accompanying me when he found that I had re- 
solved on proceeding, till we should fell in with his 
brothers. The old man gave me his blessing, and the 
old wife and the rest of the family parted most kindly 
with me — they were all so much interested in the ac- 
count I had given them of myself As to receiving 
any remuneration, they would not hear of it. 

We toiled on over the links ; sometimes I thought 
that my knees would have given way under me. At 
last the old weather-beaten tower of Broughty Castle 
appeared in sight, the ancient guardian to the entrance 
of the Tay. " We'll just sit down here till the 
ferry-boat is ready to cross," said my companion, 
throwing himself on the grass bank under the crumb- 
ling walls. " Maybe my brother will be coming over 
just now, and he will tell us what he has learned." 

I suggested that the smack might have run up to 
Dundee, but he said that was not in the least likely. 
If she had come in there she would have brought up off 
Broughty itself We made inquiries before sitting 
down, of some fishermen who had been on the shore 
all the morning, and certainly no vessel, they said, 
answering the description of the smack, had come in. 
At any other time my eye would have dwelt with 
pleasure on the scenery which is presented by the 
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beautiful estuary of the Taj, but now I could only 
think of the object of my search. I was leaning back 
on the grass, hoping to recover strength to. proceed, 
when my companion jumped up and ran down toward 
the waters edge. 

u What news, Sandy ? what news do ye bring ? w 
"The vessel is safe," was the answer. "Thank 
Heaven for its mercy !" I ejaculated ; and springing up 
and running towards the young fishermen, " Tell me, 
lad, tell me how is my wife ?" 

" The puir young leddy was taken very bad — very 
bad indeed, when she found that you had gone over- 
board, and all on board thought that she could not 
live. No one could give her any comfort, for no one 
thought you could have escaped. The rest on board, 
indeed, had soon to think of themselves. The vessel 
drove past the Inchcape Bock, and all heard the. tolling 
of the bell, and believed that they were going to strike 
on it. While others were bemoaning their fete, and 
crying out for mercy, and expecting to be drowned, 
she sat up and seemed to have forgotten the cause of 
her own grief 'Ah,' she said with a smile, 'what 
makes you miserable, gives me joy. You fear death. 
I look forward to it as a happiness, because I shall 
soon be joined to him who has been torn from me.' 
Ay, sir, the bell tolled louder and louder, and each 
toll that it gave made her heart beat quicker with joy, 
while it drove the life-blood away from the hearts of 
those who feared death as the greatest of evils. On 
drifted the vessel — darkness was around them — still 
that solemn bell kept tolling and tolling, but yet the 
expected shock was not felt. The bell tolled on, but the 
sounds grew fainter and fainter, and the master told 
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them that they had no longer cause to fear, and might 
thank Heaven for their preservation, for that he knew 
where they were, and could take them into a port in 
safely. Well, but of your wife, I know that you will 
want to hear." 

u Yes ! yes f I exclaimed, " tell me how is she— where 
is she ?" We were all the time the young fisherman 
was speaking hurrying down towards the ferry-boat. 

" That is just what I was about to tell ye," he an- 
swered, with the deliberate way in which the inhabitants 
of that part of Scotland of his rank generally speak. 
" The young leddy, they told me, no sooner heard that 
the vessel was in safety, than she gave way to a sorrow 
which it was pitiful to witness. They tried to com- 
fort her, but she was not to be comforted. She had 
gone off into a sort of trance when the vessel brought 
up this morning under St. Ann's Head. The master 
was thinking about putting to sea when I got on board. 
He and all the people were very much surprised to 
hear that you had escaped ; but the difficulty seemed 
to be to break the news to your wife. The master 
promised not to sail till you appeared, and I promised 
to come and hurry you on." 

" Thank ye, thank ye, my kind friend 1" I exclaimed, 
shaking him by the hand. " But my wife — tell me 
about my wife. How did she bear the sudden 
reaction.' 9 

" It did her all the good in the world," he answered, 
cheerfully. " The old master, who is a canny man, 
went down into the cabin and began to talk of the 
wonderful things which had occurred to his knowledge 
at sea. How people had been kept alive floating on a 
spar for a couple of days, and how others had swam a 
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dozen miles or more, or been washed from the deck of 
one vessel right aboard another, and fallen overboard, 
and been picked up floating on a grating, or an oar, by 
a vessel coming up astern hours afterwards. Suddenly 
the young lady lifted herself up, showing, that though 
she had appeared to be asleep, she had been listening 
to every word that had been said. ' Captain/ said she, 
' in mercy tell me whether you believe that my hus- 
band's life has been preserved by any of the means 
you speak of. Do not deceive me. Do not keep me in 
doubt.' ' Not for all the world would I deceive you, 
young leddy,' said the master ; ' I tell you what I be- 
lieve to be the truth, that your husband got floated 
on sbore last night, and that he is not a great, way off, 
to prove to you that what I say is true.' Oh, did not 
she cry out with joy and thankfulness, and then the 
old master told me what he had said, and charged me 
to come on here as fast as I could to bring you on 
board." 

My two young friends insisted on accompanying 
me all the way back to the vessel, about three miles 
along the southern shores of the Firth, and thankful 
indeed was I for their support. It showed me how 
an old man must feel when his strength is failing him, 
and he has a long journey to perform. It taught m 
always to have more compassion for advancing age than 
I had before been inclined to feel. 

I cannot describe the unspeakable joy it was to my 
wife and me to meet each other again, after the dreadful 
anxiety we had both of us experienced and the dangers 
we had gone through. I was unwilling to trust her again 
on the treacherous ocean, even for the short passage 
round to Leith ; but she entreated me not to be so mis- 
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trustful of Providence who had been so merciful to us, 
and urged me to continue the voyage. I felt at the 
time that she was right, and that, instead of considering 
myself as under a curse, I ought to acknowledge that 
each time I had been shipwrecked, I had received a 
special mark of God's favour, for my life had been pre- 
served, while so many others of my fellow-creatures 
had lost theirs. Instead, therefore, of taking her on 
shore, and going on to St. Andrew's, as I had at first 
proposed doing, 1 agreed to remain on board the smack. 
I could not sufficiently thank the two young fishermen 
for the labour. and trouble they had taken for my sake. 
They laughed when I talked about it. " Hoot ! it's just 
nothing. We ken by your looks that you would do 
the same for us, so say no more about it, mon," was 
the answer they both gave. I hope they were right 
in the favourable opinion they had formed of me. 

In the afternoon, the weather having completely 
moderated, we sailed. What a contrast did the next 
night afford to the previous one. The stars came out, and 
the moon shone forth, playing brightly on the tranquil 
waters, just rippled over with a light breeze, which 
sent us along smoothly on our course. Margaret sat on 
the deck with me, watching the scene with a delighted 
eye and thankful heart. Our conversation was far too 
solemn for repetition. 

" Oh, Willand, never let us again doubt God's mercy 
and kindness towards us. At this hour last night how 
stormy and dark was the ocean ; how full of anguish 
and misery were our hearts ; how utterly hopeless did 
everything appear ; not a gleam burst forth to give us 
consolation. We were violently torn from each other, 
it seemed, never to be united again on earth, neither. 
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of us knowing what had become of the other ; and now 
see how the face of nature smiles; once more we 
are united, and all our prospects appear bright and 
happy." 

Thus we talked on, and, thankful for the present, 
did not dream that storms of adversity might yet be 
in store for us, yet not sent without a gracious and 
merciful object to try and improve our hearts. 

We reached Leith in safety, and as neither of us had 
before been in Edinburgh, we spent some days there to 
view that beautiful and interesting city. Such it was 
even in those days ; but though it has lost somewhat 
in picturesque effect, it has since then been greatly 
improved. It may seem strange that a sailor should 
be afraid of trusting himself at sea ; but reason as I 
might, I could not bring myself to take my wife to 
the south by water. I therefore prepared to convey 
her to London by coach, and from thence to Ports- 
mouth. The expense was very great; but I promised 
her that I would toil hard in whatever occupation 
I undertook to make it up, and at last she acceded 
to my wishes. We calculated that we should be about 
a week or ten days getting to London, for those were 
times when even the coaches on the great northern 
road went very leisurely along, and it was not for some 
time after that they were superseded by the fast 
London and Edinburgh mail. Times have indeed 
changed with all of us. We left Edinburgh one 
morning at daybreak, and proceeded south to Berwick, 
where we stopped. Our next stage was York. There 
we rested the greater part of the day, for my wife 
seemed very much fatigued, and when I saw how fine 
the weather continued, I began to repent that I had 
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not gone, as she wished, by sea. I had placed her 
inside, while I went on the top of the coach. I observed 
that our fat old coachman who, although it was summer 
weather, was muffled up in a great coat, with a red 
comforter up to his eyes, whenever we stopped to 
change horses went into the bar of the roadside inn 
and took a pretty stiff glass of brandy-and-water to 
keep out the damp, as he told his passengers. At last 
four rather frisky horses were brought out and har- 
nessed to the coach. 

" Steady now, Mr. Currycomb ; we have some ugly 
hills to go up and down," remarked one of the pas- 
sengers who had watched his drinking proceedings with 
some little anxiety. 

" Oh, never fear me, sir," answered the old man, in 
a thick, husky voice. " I've driven this road, man and 
boy, for the last fifty years, and I should think I knew 
how to take a coach along it without anybody telling 
me how to do it, do you see. If I thinks it's best to 
trot down a hill, why I'll do it, and no one shall tell 
me not. That's what I've got to say." 

I have frequently met the same sort of obstinate 
characters among seamen, the very men who manage 
to get their ships cast away ; but I fancied that they 
were not to be found among those who live among the 
civilizing influences of the shore. For some time we 
went on pretty well, though now and then the over* 
loaded coach going down a hill rocked to and fro pretty 
violently. When we stopped the next time a gentleman 
who had gone in the inside, because there was no place 
on the outside, said that he had never been accustomed 
to travel inside, and that it made him very ill, and 
asked if any gentleman would be willing to change 
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places with him, and that, as he had already paid his 
fare, it would not put anybody who would so oblige 
him to further cost. I at once said, that as my wife 
was inside, I should be very happy to be the means of 
accommodating him, so he mounted on the top of the 
coach, and I joined Margaret inside. Away we went 
once more rattling along over the road. The gentleman, 
I found, whose seat I had got, had no idea that the 
coachman was the worse for liquor, but fancied that 
the rocking of the coach, which I had observed so pal- 
pably from the outside, was only the usual motion, and 
that he would be free from it outside. Suddenly I 
felt that we were going on much faster than usual 

"What is the matter)" exclaimed. Margaret, as 
clouds of dust arose on each hand, and we saw people 
starting aside and looking anxiously after us as we were 
whirled along. " Oh, the horses have run away 1" 

We heard the passengers hallooing and shouting to 
the coachman to stop his horses, to pull up ; but he 
either did not heed them or could not obey them. On 
we dashed at a furious rate. We saw by the appear-; 
ance of some small, red-brick houses, scattered here 
and there, that we were approaching a town. I placed 
. myself by Margaret's side, and held her tightly down. 
On we whirled. Round went the huge vehicle with a 
Bwing. There was a terrific crash. We felt the coach 
dragged some little way ; groans and shrieks and cries 
arose around us. The coach stopped. The traces had 
been cut, and the horses galloped off. I looked with 
intense anxiety at my wife's countenance. She was 
pale, but she assured me that she was unhurt. I had 
held her firmly so as to break the shock when the 
coach went over. People came to help us out, and my 
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wife was conducted into a house close at hand, to 
which the owner invited us. But dreadful indeed was 
the scene which met my eyes as I glanced round over 
the wreck of the coach. The gentleman who had just 
changed places with me was lying dead on the pave- 
ment, with three or four other passengers ; the old 
coachman lay a corpse, mangled horribly by the heels 
of the horses, over which he had been thrown, and not 
one of the passengers had escaped some severe injury * 
while the poor guard had his arm broken, and his horn 
doubled up under him. 

I went into the house, and sat down. " Wife," said 
I, " you are right ; God watches over us at sea as well 
as on land, and accidents may occur on shore as well as 
on the ocean. Why He has thought fit to preserve us 
while others have been allowed to perish, I know not • 
I can only take the cup of blessing and be thankful. 
I will never again attempt to escape out of His hand 
by endeavouring to avoid a possible danger." 

The gentleman and his wife were very much inte- 
rested in the account Margaret and I gave of ourselves 
and invited us to remain a whole day with them, that 
she might recover from her fatigue. It is one of the 
pleasantest things in life to thus receive unexpected 
kindness from strangers, who can have no thought or 
hope of recompence. It is satisfactory at the time, and 
makes one think better of the common human nature 
which unites us to our fellow-beings. I told our new 
friend of all the shipwrecks I had suffered. 

" Ah ! there are as many on shore, depend upon it, as 
on the ocean," he answered. " On shore they are 
the worst, because they occur generally through our 
own folly and ignorance and vice. How many a young 
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man has started fairly in life, and yet before many 
years have passed he has made a complete shipwreck of 
all the bright promises on which his friends trusted, 
with himself alone* to blame, because he refused to 
consult or to be guided by the only sure chart and 
compass which could guide him aright. For what 
purpose did the wise King of Israel — the wisest of 
the kings of the earth — write his proverbs, do you 
think) Not for his own satisfaction or amusement, 
but because he felt it a sacred duty he owed to pos- 
terity to give the result of his own meditations, of his 
observations, and of his own bitter experience. Yet 
how few men, comparatively, go to that book of books 
for counsel, for guidance, and direction. Where can 
be found more ample directions for getting on in life, 
as the phrase is, for making money, for becoming 
great in this world even, than the Book of Solomon 
affords r 

I agreed with my kind and thoughtful host, and 
promised to study that work more than I had ever 
before done. I ought to have said that I would begin 
and study it — for, alas ! how completely had I before 
neglected it. After this extraordinary incident, I be- 
lieve that had I been near a port, I should have again 
embarked for London, but as it was, we agreed to 
continue our journey by land. We reached London, 
in safety. We did not stay there long. The bustle 
and noise, and seeming confusion, after the complete 
quiet of our Shetland life, was so wearying that, having 
seen some of the chief lions of that great city, we were 
glad to set off by the coach for Portsmouth. Aunt 
Bretta was delighted to receive us, and my jovial 
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kind-hearted uncle welcomed cus most cordially. I 
thought Aunt Bretta would never have ceased asking 
questions about dear old Shetland. A stranger would 
have supposed from her expressions about it, that there 
.did not exist a more delightful spot on earth. Mar- 
garet, however, was never weary of replying to all the 
inquiries made. I never saw two people suit each 
other so well as my aunt and wife — the one so hearty, 
full of life and spirits, and brimming over with the 
milk of human kindness — the other so tranquil, so 
sensible and sweet-tempered. My uncle and I also got 
on capitally, together. I admired his jovial, frank, 
hearty, and kind disposition, his thorough uprightness 
and hatred of deceit, while he found in me enough 
good qualities to like, and was pleased because I ad- 
mired him, and was able to talk with him frankly and 
openly on all subjects. That is, I believe, the great 
secret of friendship. Mutual esteem and perfect con- 
fidence is the only foundation on which it can be built 
up, and made perfect. Both parties to the bond 
must feel that they appreciate each other's motives and 
objects, and that every allowance will be made for what 
they say, and the best possible construction put on 
their words. When two people meet between whom 
such qualifications exist, their friendship is lasting. My 
uncle told me, that as he knew I should not wish to 
be idle, he had obtained a situation for me, which he 
thought I should like, as suitable to my former habits. 
" It is in a private dockyard, where, if you are steady 
and attentive, you will, I am certain, obtain a still more 
lucrative employment," he remarked; "had it been war 
time I should have tried to obtain an appointment in 
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the Royal Dockyard, because you would then have 
had protection from the pressgang ; but now you need 
have no fear of that." 

Two days after that war again broke oat with 
France! It was arranged to our mutual satisfaction 
that Margaret and I should permanently take up our 
abode with our relatives. They had a couple of spare 
rooms, which they had at times let to lodgers, so that 
we in no way incommoded them. Never was there a 
more happy family party. We were not over-refined ; 
we did not set up for people of that sort, it must be 
remembered, or call ourselves gentlemen and ladies. 
Nor did our guests. They were, however, always well- 
behaved, civil people, who would on no account have 
committed any real solecism in good manners. Old 
Jerry Vincent used to look in, as before, very fre- 
quently, with a budget of his funny stories, to which 
other neighbours gladly came to listen. There was 
invariably much laughter, and no small amount of tea 
and tobacco consumed, not to speak occasionally of 
some more potent compound ; but my uncle took good 
care that none of his guests should pass the limits of 
sobriety, though he had at times some little difficulty 
in keeping old Jerry in order. I should remark that 
old Jerry was an exception to the general character of 
our guests, who were as a rule of a much higher rank 
in the social scale. I remember especially one of the 
old man's stories which is worth recording. 

" You must know, mates," said he, " once upon a 
time I belonged to a brig of war on the Newfoundland 
station. It isn't just the place, in my opinion, that a 
man would wish to spend his life in. Too much frost 
and fog, and wind and rain, to be pleasant. But bad 
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las it, was, I thought there was a worse place to be in, 
and that was aboard my own ship. We never know 
when we are well off. I don't think I was right, do 
ye see ; but rather, I am very well convinced, that I 
was a fool. Young men sometimes don't find that out 
till it's too late. Howsomdever I found another fool 
as big as myself, which is never very difficult when you 
look for him, and he and I agreed to run from the ship. 
Now, before I go on with my story, I'll just ask one or. 
two of you young men, have any of you ever seen the 
biggest fool in the world ? Well, I thought not ; you 
can't say that you have, and, what's more, you never 
will. If you think that you have got hold of him, you 
may be sure that you'll fall in with a bigger before 
long somewhere else. That is my philosophy, and I 
am not far wrong, depend on it. Well, where was I ? 
Oh, I know. My mate's name — t'other fool I mean- 
was Abraham Coxe. The ship had put into St. John's; 
Newfoundland. He and I belonged to the same boat's 
crew. Soon after we got there we were sent on shore 
to water. After some time, as the rest of our party 
were rolling the casks down to the beach, we managed 
to slip away, and made a run of it for a mile or more, 
till we could stow ourselves snug among the walls of 
an old cottage. As soon as it was dark we came out* 
and set off as hard as we could go right into the 
country. We thought some one was following us, but 
we were wrong. The officers knew better than we 
did what sort of a place we had got into, and calculated 
that we shouldn't be long before wishing ourselves back 
again. At night we reached a cottage, where the good 
people treated us kindly, for, do ye see, we spun them 
a long yarn, which hadn't a word of truth in it, aboulj 
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our being sent away up there to look after a shipmate 
who had lost his senses. So, after we had eaten and 
drunken and taken a good snooze, we set off again 
towards the mountains, for we had a notion that we 
should find our way somehow or other into America. 
We expected to fall in with another Tillage, but we were 
mistaken, and by dinner-time we began to feel very 
peckish. There was no use standing still, so we walked 
on and on till we got further up among the mountains, 
and as the sun was hid by clouds, and there was no wind, 
we very soon lost our way. Now, do ye see, to lose your 
way with a full stomach ifl not altogether pleasant, but 
to lose it on an empty one, and not to know where a 
dinner is to be found, is worse any day than to get three 
dozen. That's got quickly over, and you know the worst. 
We had no baccy neither, and the air up there sharpened 
our teeth till we were ready to bite our tongues out. 
' Well, mate/ says I to Abraham Coxe, ' I wish that I 
were safe aboard again. I don't by no manner of 
means like these short commons.' ' Wait a bit till we 
have been knocking about for two or three days more, 
and then cry out, my bo',' says he, for he was a regular 
Job's comforter, that he was. Well, evening was coming 
on, and as we couldn't find our way out of the moun- 
tains, nor get any food either, we thought that we 
might as well look out for a warm berth to sleep in at 
night. At last we saw a small hole in a rock, which 
looked like the mouth of a cave. ' There will be a 
comfortable bed-place inside that place, mate,' says I, 
as I poked my head into the hole, while Abraham 
stood outside. It was almost dark inside, but still 
there was light enough to make out that there was a 
good big place further in. I was going along on my 
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hands and knees, when what should I see bnt several 
animals like biggish pigs crawling about. I was won- 
dering what they were, when I heard Abraham Coxe 
sing out, * Quick, Jerry, quick, get out of the cave, for 
there is a great big bear coming along the valley, and 
she's close aboard of us.' It was all very well for Coxe 
to say get out of the cave ; but that was more than I 
could do in a hurry without turning round, when I 
might have had all the young bears attacking my 
rump, saving your presence, ladies. Coxe also didn't 
stop to help me, but scampered off as hard as his legs 
could carry him. I was going to make the best of my 
way after him, when I saw a big white bear not three 
fathoms off, evidently steering for the very place itself! 
There was no use trying to get out, for to a certainty 
the brute would have grappled me in a moment, so I 
drew back, thinking to remain concealed. Just then 
I remembered the beasts I had seen inside, and I 
guessed that they were the bear's cubs, and that I had 
taken possession of her abode. It was not a pleasant 
idea certainly, but there was no help for it. In another 
minute the great big she-bear came snuffing up to the 
hole where I lay. I thought that it was all up with 
me, and expected every moment to be made into a 
supper for the bear and her cubs. The little beasts 
were all the time licking my heels just to have a taste, 
I thought, of what was to come. The bear began to 
growl, I fancied because she found me inside ; ' but I 
believe it was just her way of talking to her cubs. 
Thinks I to myself I'll have a fight for it, so I doubled 
my fists, intending to give her a good lick on the eye 
before she eat me, when just as I thought that she 
was going to make a grab at me she slued round and 

p2 
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began to back into the cave stern foremost. ' Ho ! ho i 9 
says I to myself, 'if you goes to make a stem -board, 
old gal,. I'll rake you before you shows your broadside 
to me again ; so on that I whips out my long knife, 
which 1 had tucked away in my belt, with a lanyard 
round my neck, and drove it with all my force right 
into her. The more she backed, and the louder she 
growled, the harder and faster I drove in the knife. 
Still she came backing and backing, and I didn't like 
the prospect at all. I thought to myself, ' If she drives 
me up against the end of the cave, she'll squeeze all 
the breath out of my body to a certainty.' At last, 
however, when she got to the narrowest part of the 
hole she sank down from loss of blood. I thought 
she would perhaps begin to move on again, but she 
didn't After she had given a few growls, which grew 
fainter and fainter, I made sure she was dead. As £ 
was pretty nigh famished, thinks I to myself, ' I'll have 
some steaks out of you, old girl, at all events ;' so I 
cut three or four fine steaks out of her rump (saving 
your pardon, Mrs. Kelson, and ladies all), and precious 
juicy and nice to look at they were ; but how to dress 
them was the job. At first I thought that I should 
have to eat them raw, as I had often done salt beef; 
but on hunting about in the higher part of the cave, 
I found a quantity of dry sticks and leaves which had 
served the bears for a bed, I suppose. Piling up some 
of them, I struck a light, and made a fire to dress the 
steaks, while the young cubs kept rubbing against me, 
and couldn't make out whether I was their mother or 
their daddy I believe. I gave them each a bit of steak, 
which they seemed to think not bad sucking. You 
pee I was inside the cave, though there was just room 
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to look out over the body of the dead bear, but scarcely 
space enough for me to have squeezed myself out if I 
had wished it. I didn't just then wish to go out, for 
I was very comfortable; I had a dry roof over my 
head, and company too, and plenty to eat; only I should 
have liked a glass of grog to wash down the food. 
Well, as I was eating the bear's steak, I thought to 
myself, ' It would have been better for Abraham Coxe 
if he had stuck to his old shipmate instead of running 
away at sight of danger.' I had just finished supper, 
and was thinking of turning in for the night, when I 
heard a loud growl at the mouth of the cave. I made 
sure that it was the she-bear come to life again, for I 
was getting drowsy, and I began to think what she 
would say to me for having stolen her steaks. How- 
ever, at last I got up and looked out, and there I saw 
a great big he-bear walking about in front of the cave, 
and I have no doubt scolding his wife for not getting 
out of his way to let him in. At last he began to 
back astern, but he couldn't make her move. ' Growl 
away, my bo',' says I. ' If you keep on at that game 
I'll make steaks of you before long.' I sat as quiet as 
possible, picking my teeth with the point of my knife, 
for the steaks were rather tough, you may guess. The 
little bears, playful like, were running about round me, 
while the old bear was grumbling away outside, think- 
ing maybe that his wife had taken a drop too much, 
and couldn't get up. All of a sudden I heard a great 
hullabaloo, and several shots were fired, and down came 
the old bear as dead as a door-nail in front of the cave. 
Among other voices, I recognised that of Abraham 
Coxe. 'My poor mate is killed, and eaten by the 
bears,' says he ; ' but I may as well have his knife and 
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his baccy-box and buttons, if they ain't eaten too.' 
« No, I ain't eaten nor dead either, you cowardly rascal, 
and I hope a better man nor you may have my traps 
when I do go,' I sings out, for I was in a towering 
rage at being deserted. At first the people were going to 
run away, thinking it was my ghost that was speaking ; 
but when I sang out again, and told them that I was 
a living man, some of them took courage, and came 
and dragged the two old bears out of the way. At 
last I crawled out, followed by the young cubs, to the. 
great astonishment of all who saw u& To make a 
long story short, this was the way how the people had 
come to my rescue. When Coxe ran away, not know- 
ing where he went, he ran right into the village, which 
was all the time close to. us. When the villagers heard 
what had happened, they all came out to have a shot 
at the bears, not expecting to find me alive. They 
seemed very glad I had escaped, and carried mo 
back in triumph to the village. As it was through, 
our means they got two bears and a number of 
cubs, they treated us very kindly, and pressed us to 
stay with them. When, however, we found that we 
should never reach America by going over the moun- 
tains, and as we had no fancy to spend a winter in this 
outlandish sort of a place, seeing that the summer 
wasn't very pleasant, we judged it best to go back to 
our ship, and to give ourselves up. We got three 
dozen a-piece, which I can only say we richly deserved, 
and neither of us ever attempted to desert again* 
1 Let well alone,* I used to say. * If I do get away, I 
shall only find myself before long on board another 
ship, and worse off than before probably.' " 

Jerry's advice was very sound. Many a man deserts 
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to obtain an uncertain good, and finds when too late 
that he has secured a certain ill. 

Those truly were pleasant evenings at our quiet 
little house. I wish that I could recollect all old 
Jerry's stories. I may perhaps call to mind a few 
more another day, for I think that they are well 
worthy of repetition. 
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CHAPTER X. 

Happiness at home — War breaks out again — Pressgangs abroad — 
Mysterious appearance of Charley Iffley — His unaccountable 
conduct — Anecdotes about smugglers — The old couple and their 
lost son — Sea-yarns. 

No happiness could be more complete than ours, and I 
saw no reason why it should not be permanent. Happy 
it undoubtedly is that we do not see the dark clouds 
of adversity gathering in the horizon, yet it would be 
wiser in men if they would still recollect that, however 
bright the sky and fine the weather, storms may arise, 
and thick mists may overshadow them — perhaps sent 
as punishments, perhaps in mercy to try and purify 
them. I was actively engaged all day in the duties of 
my office, and in the evening, when I returned home, 
I was welcomed by the smiles of my wife, and the 
cordial kindness of Aunt Bretta. I desired no change 
— I should have been content to live the same sort of 
life to the end of my days. I had a few little rubs 
and annoyances to contend with in my employment, 
but I did not allow them to vex me, and went on 
steadily doing my duty, neither turning to the right 
hand nor to the left. War with France had again 
broken out, and England was making every effort to 
renew the struggle with the numerous foes which her 
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prosperity and greatness had won for her. A difficulty 
existed then, as now, in manning the navy, and the 
pressgangs were always hard at work endeavouring to 
secure by force or stratagem the necessary crews for 
the ships. I knew that I was not exempt from the 
risk of being taken, but as I dressed in shore-going 
elothes, and as I was not likely to meet any of my old 
shipmates or other people who knew me to have been 
a seaman, I had little fear on the subject. Had T been 
single and without the ties of home, I would gladly 
have once more gone afloat to serve my country; but 
how could I be expected to tear myself from all I 
loved on earth to do duty before the mast among rough 
and uneducated men, subject to "all the rigours of the 
naval discipline of those days. I talked the subject 
over with my uncle. " If the time comes when every 
man who can handle a rope is wanted, I shall be the 
first to say ' Go,' " said he. " Till then, my boy, stay 
at home, do your duty, and look after your wife." 

I was too glad to follow his advice. There was no 
grass growing in the streets of Portsmouth in those 
days. The place swarmed with seamen and officers ; 
troops were marching in and out ; carriages-aud-four 
were dashing down from London ; bands were play- 
ing ; the hotels swarmed with visitors come to see their 
friends off; ships were being commissioned and fitted 
out with unwonted rapidity ; and all was life, activity, 
and energy. I now and then, on my way home, took 
a walk up High-street, for the amusement of observing 
the bustling, laughing, talking, busy throng. One 
evening, as I turned to go back, my eye fell on the 
countenance of a man whose features I felt sure I 
knew. In an instant I recollected that they were those 
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of Charles Iffley. Forgetting all I had heard to his 
disparagement, I was going to follow him, when, he 
turned into a cross street among a crowd who were 
looking on at some itinerant tumblers, and I lost 
sight of him. I felt very sorry, for I should have been 
glad to have shaken him again by the hand and in- 
vited him to our house. My wife and aunt used con- 
stantly to walk out a little way on the common to 
meet me. Two days after that, when they met me, 
they told me that, in the morning, as they were re* 
turning home, they had suddenly encountered Charles 
Iffley. He knew them at once, but did not speak. He 
stopped for an instant, stared hard at them, and then 
moved on. When, however, they reached our house 
door, they observed that he had followed them at a 
distance and remarked where they had gone in. Just 
as they had finished their account, the very person we 
were speaking of appeared at the further end of the 
road coming towards us. Directly, however, he saw 
us, he. stopped short and looked at me with an asto- 
nished and inquiring gaze. He remained long enough, 
apparently, to ascertain positively who it was. At 
first he evidently was in doubt. He had heard of my 
death, and believed that I was dead, I concluded, and 
that when he saw me alive, and, as he might have 
suspected, married to the very woman who had refused 
to become his wife, he at first could not trust his 
senses. My impulse was, immediately to run forward 
to meet him, but my wife pressed my arm so tightly 
that I could not leave her. " No, no, do not go," she 
whispered. " I do not like his look. He means us mis- 
chief!" She must have felt very strongly, I knew, 
before she could have given way to such an expression, 
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Of course, I yielded to her wish, though it went 
much against my feelings to turn away from my old 
associate, ill as I had too much reason to think of him. 
I could not help agreeing with my wife, as I watched 
him, that I did not like his look. There was some- 
thing very evil in his expression as he watched us pro- 
ceeding towards our home, and I could no longer have 
any doubt that he recognised me. I never before had 
seen his countenance wear so malignant an expression, 
and I feared, not without reason, that even at that 
moment he was plotting to do us some mischief A, 
picture I had once seen was forcibly recalled to my 
memory. It represented Satan watching our first 
parents in Paradise, and while he is envying them the 
happiness he can never enjoy, he is considering how he 
may the most effectually destroy it* 

When we got home, we talked the matter over. I 
did not express my own suspicions to my wife, as they 
could not fail to agitate her, but I endeavoured rather 
to make light of it, and to appear as if I hoped, should 
Charles Iffley feel any desire of revenge, that he would 
be unable to effect it I felt regret, also, that I had 
not hurried after Iffley. Whatever were his feelings, 
I thought that I might perhaps have turned his heart 
to better thoughts by talking of bygone days and of 
our early friendship. " Well, it may not yet be too 
late," I thought to myself. " I will seek him out and 
try to persuade him to discard those feelings of jealousy 
and envy which are now influencing him." When, 
however, I mentioned my intentions to Uncle Kelson, 
he rather laughed at my notion. 

" An idle, conceited young puppy. What business 
has he to interfere with you or yours ?" he exclaimed* 
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" Because a girl, of whom he is utterly unworthy, 
does not choose to have anything to say to him, is 
he to set himself up and to look daggers at any man 
she may happen to marry. Let him alone. Let him 
go his own gait, as your Aunt Bretta would say. 
He'll find a rope long enough to hang himself, depend 
on it." 

My uncle thought he was giving good advice, but 
even at the time I felt that better is given elsewhere. 
" Therefore, if thine enemy hunger, feed him ; if he 
thirst, give him drink : for in so doing thou shalt heap 
coals of fire on his head. Be not overcome of evil, but 
overcome evil with good." I felt that if I could have 
met with Iffley, I might have heaped coals of fire on 
his head. I might have softened his heart just as the 
contents of a pot are melted by piling up coals, not only 
around it, but on the very top or head of it. I did 
not do what I felt and knew was right, and the result 
of my neglect will be seen. 

Aunt Bretta was more indignant than any of us 
with Iffley. " If he does come to the door, in my 
opinion, he ought to be turned away 1" she exclaimed. 
" The idea of a person whom I knew as a little boy, 
glad to receive a slice of gingerbread, giving himself 
such aire. I have no notion of it." This was very severe 
for Aunt Bretta, whose heart was kindness itself, to 
say. 

On making inquiries of the servant, she discovered 
that a man exactly answering his description had, while 
they were out, knocked at the door and asked her all 
sorts of questions. " She could not mind what exactly," 
she said. t€ They were about Mr. Wetherholm. Where 
he had come from 1 When he had got married 1 What 
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he was doing? And all sorts of such like things." 
After I had heard this account of the servant girl, I 
could not help feeling somewhat suspicious of Iffley's 
object. The mere asking them was very natural, and 
had he come frankly forward to meet us, I should not 
have entertained any ill thoughts of him, but now, in 
spite of all my resolution, I could not help dreading 
that he contemplated doing me some mischief or other. 
Still I did my best to get rid of such thoughts of an 
old friend, for they were not pleasant. 

When the evening came, I forgot all about the 
matter. Old Jerry Vincent looked in, and several 
other friends, among them two former shipmates of 
Uncle Kelson's, and anecdotes and stories innumerable 
were told. We got on the subject of smuggling. In 
those days it was certainly not looked on in its proper 
light, and a smuggler, if he was bold and daring, was 
considered a very fine fellow. Most of our guests were 
Hampshire or Isle of Wight men, and had been per- 
sonally acquainted with many of the smugglers «in their 
day, and might, perhaps, not have refused to purchase 
any of the goods they might have had to offer. 

" Some of you may have known Jim Dore V began 
Jerry. One or two nodded. "I thought so," said 
Jerry. " Well, then, when he began the work he was 
very young, and there wasn't a bolder or more daring 
hand in the trade. We were boys together, and a 
braver fellow or better seaman never stepped. He was 
a Yarmouth man, born and bred, just inside the Needles 
there. There was a large family- of them. He wasn't 
always as prudent as he might be, and one day he and 
the cutter he was in was taken with three hundred 
tubs on board. Of course he was sent to serve his 
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Majesty. When he found that there was no help for 
it, he vowed that he would do his duty like a man, and 
he kept his word He was sent aboard a brig of war 
employed in looking after smugglers, and though before 
she had never taken one, now scarcely a month passed 
that through his means she did not make a prize. 
Once upon a time the brig attacked a large armed 
smuggler, the crew of which had vowed that they 
never would be taken alive. There was a desperate 
fight for more than three hours, and in the end the 
smugglers kept their word, for they went down with 
colours flying) under the guns of the brig which was 
just about to board them. On this occasion, as on 
every other, Dore behaved so bravely that the captain 
put him on the quarter-deck, and if he had chosen to 
follow it, there was the road open to him to become an 
admiral. But you know there are people who cannot 
give up habits, so to speak, born and bred with them 
as one may say. Well, Dore's time of servitude was 
up for the smuggling affair, and soon after that the 
brig put into Portsmouth harbour. The next day 
Dore got leave to go and see his friends, so he hired a 
wherry, and got ready for a start for Yarmouth. Just 
as he was shoving off, I saw him and asked him for a 
cast down there, as I had some friends in those days in 
the same place. Now, though he was an officer with 
a cocked hat on his head, and a sword by his side, I 
knew that he was in no way proud at all events. He 
told me to jump into the boat by all means. On our 
way down I asked him if he was going to be long away 
from his ship. ' Long away, do you say V he answered, 
in an indignant tone. ' Til tell you what it is, Vincent, 
it will be long, I'm thinking, before I go back again. 
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I've been made an officer of, it's true, but I haven't 
been treated as one or looked on as one, because I 
wasn't born a gentleman, and slavery in a cocked hat 
I, for one, will not bear.' In that way he talked till we 
got pretty nearly down to Yarmouth. At last he 
worked himself up into a regular rage, for he was a 
passionate man, do ye see. ' Give us a knife, some one 
of you,' he sang out. I handed him mine. When he 
got it, he began cutting off the buttons from his coat. 
Then he unbuckled his sword, and took off his hat. He 
jumped up, and holding all the things together, as it 
were in a lump, he hove them away into the sea as 
far from him as he could, uttering at the same time a 
loud and deep curse. ' There goes the last link of the 
chain that binds me to slavery !' he exclaimed. 'Now, 
my lads, I'm once more Jim Dore, the bold smuggler.' 
The men in the boat thought what he had done was 
very fine, and so did I in those days, and so we all 
cheered him over and over again. When he landed 
at Yarmouth every one turned out to welcome him as 
if he had been an admiral just come home after a great 
victory ; and certainly the people did make much of 
him. Those Yarmouth men are great smugglers, 
there's no doubt about it. I don't think, however, 
myself, as I did in those days. Dore was a brave 
man, and it's a great pity he had not been taught 
better, and he might have been an ornament to the 
service he deserted. When his leave was up, and he 
did not return, an officer with a boat's crew was sent 
to look for him. He got notice of their coming, and 
got stowed out of the way, for there were plenty of 
people to help him. He had to keep in hiding for a 
long time, and often, I dare say, he wished himself back 
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aboard the brig. When the war was over he took to 
smuggling again, and he soon got command of a large 
cutter. At last he and some other Yarmouth men 
went away in her, and from that day to this have 
never been heard of. It is supposed that the cutter 
was run down or foundered in a tremendous gale of 
wind, which sprung up soon after she was last seen." 

One of our friends who came from Pool in Doi*set- 
shire, told us a very good story, when Jerry Vincent 
and one or two others sang out in chorus " Howe ! 
ho we ! ho we !" 

I asked what they meant. 

" That is what we always say to a Pool man," 
answered Jerry. " Did you never hear tell of the Pool 
man and the owl V 

I told him that I never had, and asked him for the 
story. 

" Well, you must know that once upon a time there 
was a homeward-bound Pool man just coming up Chan- 
nel, and not far off the land, when, the night being 
somewhat dark, do ye see, an old owl flew by. ( Howe ! 
howe ! howe !' cried the owl. The master, who had 
been dozing aft, thinking all the time, exactly as many 
another man does, that he was wide awake, just heard 
the sound as he roused up and fancied that another 
skipper was hailing him. ' From Newfoundland !' he 
sang out, rubbing his eyes, and dreaming that he saw 
the strange ship abeam. ' Howe ! howe ! howe I" 
hooted the owl again. ' With fish,' answered the 
Pool man. ' Howe ! howe ! howe !' once more cried 
the old owl, as he was flying off ' Over Pool bar with 
the next tide, please the pigs,' sang out the skipper, at 
the top of his voice, for fear those in the other craft 
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wouldn't otherwise hear him. Nothing would ever per- 
suade him that he hadn't been talking all the time 
with the skipper of some outward-hound Graft." 

" That's all very well, and it is not a bad story, and 
may be true, or it may not ; but you Hampshire men 
are not all of you so very clever," answered Mr. Bexley, 
our Pool friend, who had himself been skipper of a 
merchantman. " Have none of you ever hedrd speak 
of Botley assizes, eh ?" 

I asked him what he meant. 

" Why," he answered, " you know Botley isn't very far 
from Southampton. Once upon a time a party of young 
chaps belonging to Botley were returning from a 
merry-making of some sort, and as it happened all of 
them but one were more than three sheets in the wind. 
For* some reason or other nothing would make this 
one touch a drop of liquor. As they were walking 
along they began to jeer him, and at last they declared 
that he had been guilty of a capital offence, because 
he had let the glass pass by, and they agreed that they 
would try him. Well, they came to a place near a 
wood, where there were a number of trees cut down, 
and there they all sat round, and the accused was 
placed in the middle. The most drunk of the party 
was chosen as judge, and the others were the counsel, 
some to accuse him and the others to defend him. 
The poor fellow tried to get away, but his friends 
would not let him. He, of course, had nothing to say 
for himself, except that he did not choose to drink, 
and the upshot of his trial was that he was condemned 
to be hung. Unfortunately, one of them had a rope 
with him, and without more ado they ran up the 
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culprit to the nearest tree. To be sure, they 
did intend to * put the rope round his waist, but 
they were too drunk to know exactly what they 
were about, and by mistake slipped it, Jack Ketch 
fashion, round his neck. Haying done this wise trick, 
they all ran away, shrieking with laughter at the 
cleverness of their joke. They were very much sur- 
prised to find, the next morning, that the poor fellow 
was missing. At last they went out to look for 
him, and found him hanging where they had left 
him, but as dead as a church door. So, gentlemen, you 
see that the people in those parts are very clever 
chaps, and if you take them at their own value there 
are none to be found like them in all the world. I 
have another story for you to prove this. One day a 
poor Jew fell into the Itchen. 'Oh, shave me! 
shave me ! vil no one shave me V he sang out ; but of 
all the people standing round there wasn't one who 
would touch him with his fingers, because they looked 
on him as a dirty old Jew. At last they thought that 
though he was a Jew it was a shame to let him 
drown, so half-a-dozen or more of them ran off to get 
a rake to haul him out. One couldn't find a rake, 
and another couldn't find a rake ; so, long before they 
came back, the poor Jew was drowned. That is the 
reason why we say, when a chap is a long time doing 
a thing that he ought to have done in a hurry, ' He's 
gone for a rake to haul out the Jew.' " 

"Ay, ay, Mr. Bexley, but you know what the 
Pool man did when his pig yot his head through the 
bars of the gatel" exclaimed Jerry Vincent, with a good- 
natured laugh. " Why, you see, mates, when he found 
that he couldn't haul it out, to save trouble he cut off 
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the beast's head. Some people in our parts would 
have sawed through the bars, but we don't pretend to 
be wise, you know. I don't mind telling a story 
against ourselves. Did any of you ever hear why the 
Downton people are called ' Moonrakers V They 
themselves don't mind hearing the story. Once upon 
a time, some Downton men had sunk some tubs in a 
big pond, and they were hard at work all night raking 
them up, While they were still engaged, who should 
come by but a party of custom-house people. ' What 
are you doing there, men V they asked. ' Some mis- 
chief, no doubt.' ' Oh, no ! please, kind gentlemen, 
we are only trying to rake the moon out of this pond,' 
answered the Downton men, quite in a simple voice. 
You see that the moon was at the time shining brightly 
down into the pond. ' Oh ! is that all !' said the 
custom-house people, thinking that they were a few 
simpletons escaped out of a madhouse. On went the 
custom-house people. After a little time they came 
back. The smugglers had just got out their last tub. 
Some clouds meantime had come over the moon. 
'Well, my men, have you got the moon at last V said 
the custom-house officer. ' Oh, yes ! there's little doubt 
about it, for it's no longer there. If we haven't got it, 
perhaps you can tell us who has.' This made the 
custom-house people feel sure that they were right in 
their conjectures, so on they went, little dreaming of 
the prise they had lost." 

We all laughed heartily at Jerry Vincent's and Mr. 
Bexley's stories. 

" I'll tell you a story, for the truth of which I can 
vouch," said Uncle Kelson. " The circumstance only 
lately happened, So, strange as it may seem, there is 

<*2 
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no doubt about it. You all have heard speak of Sir 
Harry Burrard Neale, who commands just now the 
King's yacht, the Royal Charlotte. The boatswain of 
her is a friend of mine, and last summer he got me a 
cast down to Weymouth, where I wanted to go to see 
the widow of an old shipmate I had promised to look 
after. We were just clear of the Needles. There was 
a light breeze and a smooth sea, when we made out a 
small boat standing towards us, seemingly as if she had 
come out of Pool harbour or Swanwich. ' She seems 
to me to be a fishing-boat, and as if she wanted to 
speak us, Sir Harry,' said the first lieutenant, who had 
been spying at her through his glass. ' So I see/ an- 
swered the captain. ' There seem to be two people in 
her making signals. It will not delay us much, so 
heave the ship to, and let us learn what they want. 
This was just like Sir Harry. Many a captain would 
have stood on and taken no notice of a poor fisherman's 
boat, even had there been a dozen people waving in 
her. In a little time the boat came alongside, with a 
man and a woman in her, and they were certainly the 
rum meat old couple you ever saw in your life. A 
midshipman hailed them, and asked them what they 
wanted. As well as we could make out, for they spoke 
very broad Scotch, they said that they wanted their 
son. ' Let them come aboard/ said Sir Harry, kindly, 
' and we will hear what they have to say.' With no 
little difficulty, after a good deal of pulling and hauling, 
we got the old couple upon deck and led them aft to 
Sir Harry. * For whom are you inquiring, my good 
people V asked the captain. ' Our bairn, sir — our ain 
bairn," answered the old lady. 'For many a weary 
week have we been looking for him, and never have 
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our eyes rested on his botmie face since the black day, 
near five long years ago, when he was carried away 
from us. Ah ! it was a sair day, sirs.' ' What is 
your son's name, my good people V asked Sir Harry. 
' David, sir — Davie Campbell. He was so called after 
his grandfather, who died in '45, with mony other 
brave men,' answered the old dame. 'We have a 
man of that name on board, sir,' remarked the first 
lieutenant to the captain. ' He is in the watch below. 
It will be strange if he should prove to be the man 
these poor souls are searching for.' 'Let him be 
called on deck, and we will see if they acknowledge 
him as their son,' said Sir Harry. 'There must be 
many hundred David Campbells in the world, I 
suspect, so do not raise their hopes too high by letting 
them know that at all events we know the name on 
board/ ' David Campbell ! David Campbell !' was 
passed along the decks, and in a minute a fine active 
young fellow came tumbling up from below. A 
mother's eye'was not to be deceived. She knew him 
in an instant, and toddled off as fast as her legs would 
carry her, followed by her husband, to meet him. ' He 
is, he is my ain bairn ! There's none like him !' she 
cried ; and not caring a fig for the officers and men 
standing around — before even he knew who she was — 
she had him clasped in her arms, and was covering his 
cheek with kisses, while the old father had got hold of 
his hand and was tugging away at it just as a man in 
a hurry does a bell-rope. Now comes the extraordi- 
nary part of the story. Campbell had been rather a 
wildish sort of a chap, and getting into some scrape, 
had gone on board a tender, at Leith I think it was, 
and entered the navy. He could not write, and was 
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ashamed to get any one to write for knn, so his old 
father and mother did not know where he was, or 
whether he was alive or dead. At last their hearts 
grew weary at not hearing tidings of him, and they 
resolved to set out together to look out for their lost 
sheep ; for yon see they were decent people and well 
to do in the world, so they had money to bear the 
expense, which was not slight. They had very little 
information to guide them. All they knew was, that 
their son had gone on board one of the King's ships. A 
mother's deep love and anther's affection was the only 
compass by which they could steer their course. That 
did not fail them. They went from port to port, and 
visited every ship in harbour, and asked every seaman 
they met about their son, but nothing could they hear 
of him. At last, that very morning, a waggon had 
brought them to Pool, and seeing a ship in the offing, 
which was no other than the Bayed Charlotte, they had 
got a boatman to take them out to us. That now is 
what I call a providential circumstance ; indeed, from 
all I have seen and learned since I came into the world, 
I am convinced that there is nothing happens in it by 
chance. The God of Heaven orders all for the best in 
kindness to us. Sometimes, it is true, things do not 
occur exactly as we could wish, but that does not alter 
the rule ; for if we could but see the end, we should 
discover that the very thing of which we most complain 
was in reality most for our good. Remember that, 
nephew, whenever you get into danger or difficulty ; be 
sure that you do your duty, and all will come right at 
last. But I have not told you the end of my story. 
The Pool boatman was sent on shore, and the traps of 
the old couple were handed up on board. Like canny 
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Scotch people, they had not let their property remain 
out of their sight, but had brought it with them. It 
was delightful to see their pleasure when Sir Harry 
invited them to go on to Weymouth, and to live on 
board as long as the ship remained there ; and he gave 
orders to have a screen put up for their accommodation. 
That, too, was just like him. There is not another man 
in the service more considerate or kind to all below 
him. All, too, who know him love him ; and his Ma* 
jesty, I believe, trusts him more, and loves him more, 
than he does all his courtiers put together. Never have 
I seen a pair of old folks look more happy, as their son 
went about showing them round the ship, and when 
all the officers and crew spoke kindly to them as they 
passed. The king, too, when he came on board and 
heard the story, was very much interested, and sent 
for them to have a talk with them. They did not 
know who it was, but when they came out of the 
cabin they said that he was one of the kindest old 
gentlemen they had ever seen ; that he had had a long 
crack with them all about bonnie Scotland and Scotch 
people ; and that he had asked them a heap of ques- 
tions about their adventures. You should have seen 
their look of surprise when they heard that it was his 
Gracious Majesty himsel£ They wanted to go back to 
fall down on their knees, and to ask his pardon for 
talking so freely with him, and it was not till we 
assured them that the king talked just in the same way 
with any of the crew, that we could quiet them and 
make them believe that all was right. At last, having 
assured themselves that their son was well and happy, 
they returned with contented hearts to Scotland, and 
many has been the long yarn they have spun, I doubt. 
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not, about King George and all the wonders they have 
seen on their travels." 

Every one was very much interested in my uncle's 
story. A young man who was present, a friend of 
mine, belonging to a revenue cutter, observed, " We 
were talking of smugglers just now. There is no end 
to the dodges they are up to. Not long ago, soon after 
I joined the Lively, it had come on to blow pretty 
fresh, and we had had a dirty night of it, when just as 
morning broke we made out a cutter standing in for 
the land to the eastward of Weymouth, and about two 
miles from us. The wind was from the north-west, 
and it had kicked up a nasty sea, running pretty high, 
as it well knows how to do in that part of the Channel. 
Our old mate, Mr. Futlock, had the morning watch. 
It was never his brightest time, for though he did not 
actually get tipsy, the reaction following the four or 
five pretty stiff glasses of grog which he drank at 
night, generally at this time took place. I was in his 
watch. 'Youngster,' said he to me, 'hand me the 
glass, and let us see if we can make out what that 
fellow is.' I brought him the glass, which was kept 
hung up in beckets within the companion-hatch. I 
had got my sea-legs aboard pretty well, but I confess 
that I felt very queer that morning in certain regions, 
ranging from the top of my head to the soles of my 
feet, and I doubt not looked very yellow in the cheeks, 
with every instant an irresistible drawing down of the 
mouth, and that worst of signs, a most unyoungster- 
like disinclination to eat. Mr. Futlock took the glass, 
and with his lacklustre eye had a long look at the 
cutter, which was bobbing away into the seas, while 
she kept her course on a wind as if in no manner of a 
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hurry. ' She is honest, I believe,' he observed, with a 
wise nod. ' Probably a Pool or Exmouth trader : but 
we must overhaul her notwithstanding. Shake a reef 
out of the mainsail, my lads.' This was quickly done, 
and the sail hoisted up. ' Now, keep her away a couple 
of points more, and we shall about fetch her.' Our 
mate's orders being executed, away we went tearing 
through the foaming, hissing water, now looking, in 
the morning's pale light, of a dark, melancholy hue. 
The stranger continued on as steadily as before. 'Oh, 
there's no use in the world giving ourselves the trouble 
of boarding her,' muttered Mr. Futlock ; and he was 
just going to order the cutter to be kept on a wind, 
when we saw the stranger haul up his foresail, and let 
fly his jib sheets, evidently intending to wait our 
coming. * What cutter is that T shouted old Futlock. 
' The Polly of London, bound for Weymouth,' answered 
a man, who stood at the taffrail, through a speaking- 
trumpet. s We hove to, sir, that we might tell you we 
have just run over a large number of tubs away there 
to the southward.' ' Thank you, thank you,' shouted 
Mr. Futlock in return, as we ran by and were soon out 
of speaking distance. ' I knew that fellow was honest,' 
he observed to me, rubbing his hands at the thought 
of making some prize money. ' Come, rouse aft the 
main-sheet. We must haul up a little again. Can 
any one see the tubs V There were plenty of busy 
eyes looking out for the prize, and it was not long 
before we discovered them on our weather bow. By 
keeping our luff we were quickly up to them. The 
commander was by this time called, and now came a 
difficulty. With the heavy sea there was running, it 
was a work not free from danger to lower a boat. We 
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first shortened sail ; the helm was put down, and the 
cutter hove to, and then, after several attempts by 
waiting for a lull, we got the boat with a crew safe in 
the water. Mr. Futlock jumped into the boat, and 
pulled towards the tubs which were first seen, wo 
meantime keeping a bright look-out for any more 
which might be floating near. Not being accustomed 
to this sort of work, I felt not a little alarmed for the. 
safety of my shipmates, as I saw the boat tumbling 
about among the white-crested waves. Mr. Fut- 
lock soon got hold of ten tubs, lashed together, and 
hauled them into the boat. A little further on he 
made a prize of ten more. This was no bad beginning. 
He was returning with them, having in vain searched 
for others, when we made out another collection just 
ahead of the cutter. We soon had them all aboard, 
though the boat was nearly swamped alongside. We 
hoisted her in at last, and seeing no more tubs, let 
draw the foresail, and again stood on. When at last 
we looked about for our oommunioative Mend, he waa 
not visible ; but some of the men said they thought 
they had seen him standing in for the land. We 
cruised about all the morning in the neighbourhood, but 
not a tub more could we discover. Three days after that 
we dropped our anchor in Weymouth roads. The com- 
mander went on shore to communicate with the officer 
of the coast-guard on the station. * We were looking out 
for a cutter with a large cargo the other day, but some- 
how or other we managed to miss her, and she managed 
to land every tub. We understand that there has not 
been such a run for years,' observed the coastguard 
officer. Something made our commander fancy that 
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she might have been the very craft we spoke, and which 
had been so ready with information. 'A cutter of 
about fifty tons, with her bulwarks painted yellow 
insideT he asked. 'The very same,' answered the 
lieutenant 'That cunning rascal, Dick Johnstone, 
was on board of her himself. Hearing that we were 
on the look-out for his craft, the SeagvM, he shifted his 
cargo into her.' c Then we were cleverly done !' ex- 
claimed our commander, stamping his feet with vexa- 
tion. ' The very feDow old Futlock thought looked so 
honest that he would not take the trouble to board him. 
It is the very last time in my life that I will trust to 
outside appearances.' All hands of us aboard the cutter 
felt very foolish when we found that we had lost so good 
a chance of taking one of the richest prizes we were 
ever likely to fall in with. However, revenue officers 
must have all their seven senses wide awake to compass 
the artful dodges of determined smugglers. After that, 
we took very good care to be smart about boarding 
every vessel we fell in with." 

After the conclusion of this yarn we had several other 
accounts of smugglers and their daring deeds. Some 
even, it was asserted, had ventured to defend them- 
selves against king's ships, and had fought severe actions, 
one or two having gone down with their colours flying 
rather than surrender. On one point all were agreed, 
that no smugglers had ever become permanently wealthy 
men. As my uncle observed, they take a great deal of 
trouble and undergo great risk to obtain a very uncer- 
tain advantage. All the rest of the guests were gone ; 
old Jerry remained behind. We told him what had 
occurred in the morning, and I asked him if he could 
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find out anything about Charley Iffley ; what was his 
rank, and to what ship he belonged. I begged him, if 
he could find him, to take a message to him from me, 
and to assure him that far from bearing him any ill-will, 
I would gladly welcome him as an old friend. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

Old Jerry's report of Iffley — Fears of the pressgang — Resolve to go 
inland — Commence our journey — Seized by men-of-war's men — 
Iffley's treachery — Find myself aboard a man-of-war bound for 
India— Iffley's conduct — A gale — Fall overboard — Saved — 
Punishment aboard — Accused of stealing — Sentenced to be 
flogged — Iffley's triumph. * 

Several days passed by, and I heard nothing of Iffley. 
The fears of my dear wife in consequence at length 
subsided, and she began to see that, after all, she had 
probably thought worse of my old shipmate than he 
deserved. We agreed* that he must have been some- 
what astonished at seeing me alive, and the husband of 
one whom he had hoped to marry himself, and that 
chiefly through bashfulness he had not been able to 
bring himself to come up and address us. 

" Bashfulness !" said Aunt Bretta, when she heard 
this remark ; "I cannot say that I should ever have 
given Charles Iffley the credit for a superabundance of 
that quality. However, strange things happen. He 
may have picked it up at sea, or among his associates 
on shore ; but I doubt it." 

So did I, on reflection. Still, I was glad by any 
means to calm my wife's apprehensions, which were 
the more painful because they were so very indefinite. 
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In the evening there was a knock at the door, and old 
Jerry Vincent walked in. 

" Sarvant, ladies ; sarvant, all/' said he, pulling off 
his hat to Aunt Bretta and my wife, who handed him 
a chair. 

" Have you heard anything of that young man we 
told you of r asked my wife. It was evidently the 
question she was most anxious to put. 

" Yes, I have, marm, and not much good either," was 
the answer. " I've found out that he is aboard the 
Royal William; she's the flagship just now at Spit- 
head. He doesn't often come ashore, and that made 
me so long hearing of him." 

" What is he on board 1 Is he an officer V* asked 
Aunt Bretta. 

" An officer, indeed, whew !" exclaimed Jerry. 
" Well, he is a sort of one, maybe. Not a very high 
rating, though. He's neither more nor less than a 
boatswain's mate. What do you think of that, 
marm)" 

" Charles Iffley a boatswain's mate !" said my wife, 
in a tone of pity. " I thought he was an officer long 
ago." 

" Well, marm, I made inquiries on board, and among 
several people who knew him on shore, and from what 
I could learn he would have been an officer long ago, 
if he had conducted himself well He was placed on 
the quarter-deck, for you see he has plenty of educa- 
tion, and knows how to act the gentleman as well as 
any man. But there are some men who never get up 
the tree but what they slip down again, and never can 
keep a straight course long together. Charles Iffley is 
of that sort For something or other he did he got dis- 
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rated and dismissed the service ; but he entered it again, 
and, from what I am told, I shouldn't be surprised but 
what, if his early history isn't known, he'll work his 
way up again. The thing that is most against him is 
his extravagance. Every farthing he makes in prize- 
money or pay he spends on shore, in acting the fine 
gentleman. People can't, indeed, tell how he gets all 
the money he spends. Of course, if it was known on 
board the pranks he plays on shore, his leave would be 
stopped; but he is so clever that he humbugs the 
officers, and they think him one of the most steady and 
best men. You see there's another thing which brings 
him into favour with the captain and first lieutenant ; 
he has a knack of finding men and getting them to join 
the ship, by making her out to be the most comfort- 
able ship in the service, and there's no man knows 
better how to ferret out seamen, and to lead a press- 
gang down upon a score of them together. I learned 
all these things from different people, do ye see, but 
putting this and that together, I made out my story 
as I tell it to you. To my mind, Charles Iffley is a man 
I would stand clear of. Depend on't he's a deep one." 
Jerry Vincent stayed with us some time, and then 
said he had an engagement and must go away. As he 
did so he beckoned me out of the room, and I accom- 
panied him to the door. " I'll tell you what it is, Mr. 
Weatherhelm," said he, " you have been bred a sea- 
man, and the pressgangs are very hot at work just 
now. They take everybody who has been at sea, no 
matter what his present calling — whether he has a 
wife and family depending on him or not. Now Iffley 
knows that you have no protection, and he has the 
power of getting hold of you. From what I hear, he's 
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just the man to use it If you was his bosom friend, 
he'd do it ; but if he owes you a grudge, depend on it 
he'll not let you slip out of his gripe. He'd have been 
down on you before now, but he got a broken head the 
other night, in attacking the crew of a merchantman 
mfit come home from a three years' cruise round the 
Horn, and had no fancy to be sent off to sea again 
when' they had only just put their foot on shore. 
However, he is now on his legs again. If you stay 
here you'll hear something of him before long ; but 
take my advice, just rig out as an old farmer, or a 
black-coated preacher, or something as unlike yourself 
aa you can, and take your wife and go and live away 
gomewhere up in the country. It's your only chance. 
If you stay you'll be nabbed, as sure as my name is 

Jerry Vincent." • 

I thanked the old man very much for his advice, 
and replied that I had no doubt, on consideration, I 
should follow it. 

« Oh, there's a good lad ! Don't be waiting and 
considering. There's no good comes of that. When a 
thing is to be done which must be done, go and do it 

at once." 

« Well, I will, Jerry, I will," I answered, shaking 
him by the hand. I waited at the door, and while I 
watched him down the street I considered what course 
I would pursue. I was unwilling to tell my wife 
what he had said, because I knew it would agitate her 
very much, and I hoped that Jerry thought worse of 
Iffley than he deserved. Of course, however, I de- 
termined to consult Uncle Kelson, and to abide by his 
advice. It was a serious consideration whether I 
would, on the mere chance of Iffley's being able to get 
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hold of me, give up my occupation, in which I was 
succeeding so well, and go and live, for I knew not 
how long, in comparative poverty, without anything to 
do. I made an excuse for stepping out of the room 
to talk to Jerry, and my wife did not appear to suspect 
that he had had anything more to say about Iffley. 
As soon as she and my aunt had gone upstairs I 
told Uncle Kelson all that I had learned. He 
looked graver than usual while he listened to the 
account 

" Well, he must be a scoundrel if he could do it ! M 
he exclaimed at last, clenching his fist. " Still, such 
things have been done, but I did hope that no seaman 
would be guilty of them." He was silent for some 
time and lost in reflection. " f 11 tell you what, Will " 
said he at last, " you must follow old Jerry's advice* 
It's sound, depend on it. That old man has more 
wisdom in his little finger than many a man has in the 
whole of his head. Go to your work to-morrow morn- 
ing, and I'll look down in the course of the day and 
see your employer and explain matters to him frankly. 
He, I have no doubt, will give you leave of absence 
for a few weeks, and when you come back you can 
work double tides. If you stay, you see, you'll be lost 
to him probably altogether." 

So the matter was arranged. I was rather ashamed, 
however, at the thought of having to go into hiding as 
it were ; but still I felt that my wife's mind would be 
relieved from apprehension when once I was safe away 
out of Portsmouth. Uncle Kelson had a sister married 
to a farmer living in the north of Hampshire, and there 
we resolved to go. The next day I went to my work as 
usual, and my uncle came down and had a talk with 

B 
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my employer, and the whole matter was arranged to 
the satisfaction of all parties. 

"Come," said Uncle Kelson, "you had better at 
once take your places by the coach, and start to- 
morrow. There is no time to be lost." 

We found on getting to the coach-office that all the 
coaches were fall. At that time there was an immense 
traffic between Portsmouth and London. A postchaise 
was somewhat beyond our means, but we found a light 
waggon starting, which took passengers, and Uncle 
Kelson and I agreed that this would prove a convenient 
and very pleasant conveyance, as we werein no hurry, 
and would not object to being some time on the road. 
It was to start pretty early in the morning. My dear 
wife was delighted at the thoughts of the journey, and 
speedily made the necessary preparations. We sent 
on our trunk by a wheelbarrow, while we followed, 
accompanied by Uncle Kelson. Even at that early 
hour the High-street was astir ; indeed, in those busy 
times, both during day and night, something or other 
was going forward. We passed several gangs of men- 
of-war's men. One of the gangs were dragging along 
three or four men whom they had evidently just pressed, 
and who showed a strong disinclination to go and serve 
their country. I could not help pitying them ; so did 
my wife. 

u Oh, Willand," said she, " how thankful I am that 
you are not among them." 

Our waggon was a very nice one, covered over with 
a clean white tilt, and our waggoner, I saw at a glance, 
was an honest, good-hearted chaw-bacon. He was 
dressed in the long white frock, thickly plaited in front, 
which has been worn from time immemorial by people 
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of his calling. Our trunk and bags were put in ; we 
shook hands with Uncle Kelson, and having taken our 
seats just inside in the front part, with plenty of straw 
for our feet to rest on, the waggoner whipped up his 
four sturdy horses, and we began to move on. My 
dear wife pressed closer to my side, and we began to 
breathe more freely ; she thought I was safe from the 
pressgang. We were j uat clear of the fortifications, and 
were getting into the open country, when I saw the 
waggoner turn round once or twice, and look over his 
shoulder behind him, 

" What can they be after V I heard him say. A 
minute more passed, " Hillo, men, what does ye want 
here T he exclaimed, suddenly, as half-a-dozen or more 
seamen sprang forward, and seized the horses' heads, 
while others leaped up into the waggon. 

" We are looking for a deserter/' cried two or three 
of them. "Turn out, my hearty; where are you 
stowed away ?" 

I felt, the instant the seamen appeared, that they had 
come to press me, but these words revived my hopes of 
escape. 

" There is no one here, my men, besides my wife and 
me that I know of," I observed. " You have made a 
mistake, I suspect." 

u Well, we must look," said the men ; "we are not 
quite so green as to take your word for it." 

"You may look as much as you like, measters," 
said the waggoner. " You'll find no one among my 
gootU, unless he's stowed hesself away unknowest to 



me." 



The seamen began to poke their cutlasses in between 
the packages, and would undoubtedly have run any 
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one through who had been inside them. While they 
were thus employed, three or four other men came up. 

"What are you about, mates V exclaimed one of 
them, whose voice I felt sure I knew. " The man you 
want is sitting in the front of the waggon f ' 

On hearing these words my poor wife uttered a 
piercing shriek, and fell fainting into my arms. She, 
too, had recognised the voice, though the speaker had 
kept out of our sight ; it was that of Charles Iffley. 
The seamen instantly sprang on me, and seized me by 
the arms. 

" Hillo, mate, you were going to give us the go-by," 
said one of them, as they passed a rope round my elbows 
before I could lift an arm in my defence. 

They literally dragged me from my poor wife. 
She would have fallen, but the waggoner humanely 
scrambled up into his waggon, and placed her securely 
at the bottom of it. She was still, I saw, completely 
insensible. I scarcely regretted that she was so, for I 
did. not at the moment foresee the consequences. The 
honest carter was in vain expostulating with the sea- 
men for seizing one whom he considered placed under 
his especial charge, to be delivered safe at the journey's 
end. 

" I don't think as how you have any right to take 
that gentleman ; he's no more a sailor nor I bes," I 
heard him say. 

" Not a sailor ! Why the man has been at sea all 
his life till the last year or so," said Iffley, now coming 
up, and throwing off all disguise. " He's, moreover, to 
my certain knowledge, a deserter from his Majesty's 
ship Brilliant, so attempt to detain him if you dare." 

These words had a great effect on the honest wag* 
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goner, who did not attempt to make any farther efforts 
to detain me. 

Generally speaking the most ruffian-like and least 
scrupulous of the crew were employed in the press- 
gangs, for they often had very brutal work to perform. 
The men into whose hands I had fallen were as bad as 
any I had ever met. They seized me with the greatest 
ferocity, dragged me out of the waggon, and would not 
listen to my prayers and entreaties to be allowed to 
wait till my wife came to her senses; and before even 
I had time to speak to the waggoner, in spite of all 
the violent struggles I made to free myself, they hauled 
me off along the road as if I had been one of the worst 
of malefactors. In this they were encouraged by Iffley, 
who seemed to take a malignant pleasure in seeing me 
ill-treated, though he did not himself attempt to lay 
hands on me. When I tried to cry out, I found a gag 
thrust into my mouth, and thus I was rendered speech- 
less, as well as in every other way powerless. 

My captors hurried me away, and, with a feeling 
amounting to agony, I lost sight of the waggon. At 
first it occurred to me that Iffley had gone back for 
the purpose, as I dreaded, of speaking to my wife, and 
perhaps adding to her misery ; but had he entertained 
such a thought,, he had not dared to face her, for I saw 
him directly afterwards following close behind me, 
encouraging the other men to fasten along. Though 
I made all the resistance of which I was capable, in 
the hopes that something or other might occur to 
enable me to free myself, we soon reached the entrance 
to Portsmouth. Instead, however, of proceeding down 
the High-street, Iffley led the way down one of the 
by-streets to the right. Just as we were passing under 
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the ramparts I looked up, and there I saw walking up 
and down as if to enjoy the breeze, a person whom I 
recognised at a glance as Uncle Kelson. The moment 
I saw him hope revived in my breast I could at 
all events tell him to go in search of my wife. Per- 
haps he might even find means to liberate me ; but 
when I tried to sing out, the horrible gag prevented 
me speaking. I could only utter inarticulate ories and 
groans. In vain I shrieked. He did not even turn 
his head ; the sounds were too common. He thought, 
probably, that it was only some drunken seaman, who 
had outstayed his leave, dragged back to his ship. 

At length, for a moment, he looked round. I strug- 
gled more vehemently than before. I fancied that he 
must recognise me, but, urged by Iffley, my captors 
dragged me on faster than ever, and turning a corner 
we were hid from his sight. My strength was now 
almost exhausted. I could offer, but a faint resistance. 
Hope, too, had abandoned me. Still I tried to make 
myself heard on the possibility of some one knowing 
me and undertaking to carry a message to my uncle 
and aunt. People stopped and looked, but the same 
idea occurred to all — my frantic gestures made them 
believe that I was a miserable drunken sailor. 

We reached the water's edge. I was shoved into a 
boat with several other men who had been captured 
during the night. They all were sitting stunned, or 
drunken, or sulky (or some too probably broken- 
hearted and miserable), at the bottom of the boat, not 
exchanging a word with each other or with those who 
had pressed us. I also fell down stunned and un- 
conscious. Who could have discovered any difference 
between me and my companions in misfortune. When 
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I again opened my eyes, I found that the boat was 
almost out at Spithead. I tried to sit up to look about 
me, but I could not, and, after a feeble attempt to rise, 
I again sank back, and once more oblivion of all that 
had passed stole over my senses. I had a sort of 
dreamy feeling that I was lifted up on the deck of a 
big ship, and then handed below and put into a ham- 
mock. Then I was aware that some one came and 
felt my pulse and gave me medicine, but I had no 
power to think, to recollect the past or to note the 
present. At last, by degrees, I found that I was be* 
coming more alive to what was taking place. I felt 
the movement of the ship. She was heeling over to a 
strong breeze. Then suddenly the recollection of my 
wife, of the way I had been torn from her, of the 
wretchedness I knew she must suffer, of the uncer- 
tainty she must feel for my fate, burst like a thunder- 
clap on me, and almost sent me back into the state 
from which I was recovering. I groaned in my agony. 
I wished that death might kindly be sent to relieve 
me of my misery. But the instant after I felt that 
such a wish was impious. I lay quiet for some time, 
thinking and praying that strength might be given for 
my support. No, no, I'll try to live, that I may get 
back to comfort her. What joy it would be once more 
to return to her. The very contemplation of such an 
idea revived me. " Whatever comes, I'll do my duty 
like a man." 

" That's right, my lad ; that's the proper spirit in 
which to take our misfortunes," said a voice near me 
Unconsciously, I had spoken aloud. I turned round 
my head and saw a gentleman I knew at once was the 
doctor of the ship. " I know your story. You have 
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told me a good deal about yourself while you have 
been lying there/' he remarked, in a kind voice. " I 
pity you from my heart, and will do what T can for 
you." 

"Thank you, sir, thank you," I answered warmly 
and almost melting into tears, for I was very weak* 
" Where are we ? Where are we going ? What ship 
is this ] Is Iffley here V 9 

" One question at a time, my lad, and you will have 
a better chance of an answer, as a general rule," he 
answered, smiling. 

He was a Scotchman, and as warm-hearted, generous 
a man as the north ever produced, though somewhat 
peculiar in his manners. To a stranger he appeared 
slow ; but, when time would allow it, he knew the ad- 
vantage of deliberation. 

First, then, I will tell you that you are on board the 
Albion, and that we have under our convoy a large 
fleet of merchantmen. We are somewhere to the 
southward of Cape Finisterre. What you are thinking 
about is, how you can write home to let your wife 
know what has become of you. You'll very likely 
soon have an opportunity. Let that comfort you." 
He said all this that he might break more gradually 
all that was coming. 

" But where are we going, sir ?" I asked, in a trem- 
bling voice. 

" You may perhaps have an opportunity of getting 
home," he answered. " But you see, my lad, we are 
bound for the East Indies, and shall probably have a 
somewhat long cruise of it." 

w To the East Indies I" I cried, my voice sinking 
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* 

almost to a whisper. " When, when, Margaret, may I 
ever meet you again V* 

" Cheer up, my lad, it's a long road which has no 
turning, ye ken," cried the kind doctor. " Remember 
your resolution to do your duty like a man. You'll be 
well in a few days, I hope." 

He did not reply to my question about Iffley. 
Somehow or other, I could not bring myself again to 
repeat that man's name. I did not forget the command 
to forgive our enemies, but I felt that flesh and blood 
— the depravity of human nature — must be struggled 
with and overcome, before the divine precept could be 
obeyed. Once more I was on my feet again, and 
a man who attended on the sick helped me upon 
deck. It was a fine day — the sky was blue, the sea 
was calm, and some thirty ships, with all their canvas 
set, were grouped close around us. They were huge 
lumbering tea-chests, as we used to call Indiamen, but 
they were fine-looking craft for all that. The fresh sea- 
breeze revived me. Every hour I felt myself growing 
stronger and better. I looked round for Iffley. I had 
a nervous dread of meeting him, and yet I felt anxious 
to ascertain that he was on board. A person may be 
on board a big ship like the Albion for several days 
without meeting another, provided they are not on 
duty together. Such was my case. I had been for two 
days on deck, an hour or so at a time, without seeing 
the man who had proved himself so bitterly my enemy. 
The doctor told me that he thought that in a day or 
two moi-e I might go to my duty, and that I should 
be the better for having work to do. I looked forward 
to work with satisfaction, and begged that I might as 
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* 

soon as possible be sent oat of the skk HbL He told 
me that I should on the following day, and that he 
would apeak to the first lieutenant about me, as he 
was a. very kind man, and would aee that I was not 
aent aloft till I had sufficiently recovered my strength. 
I thanked him with a hearty Messing for his kindness 
and eonaidetmtion. 

u The very first man on whom my eyes rested when 
I went on deck returned fit for duty was Charles Iffley. 
He was going along the deck with his caW-nine tails in 
his hand. I knew by this that he still held only the rating 
of boatswain's mate on board. My heart turned sick 
at the sight; in a moment my vivid imagination 
pictured all I might have to suffer at his hands. He 
saw me, but pretended not to know me, and went 
on his way as if I was a stranger. I was immediately 
sent for aft, and found that I had been entered in the 
ship's books as an able seaman and a deserter from 
his Majesty's ship the Brilliant. 

"What have you to say to this, my man?" said the 
captain, looking sternly at me, 

" That I am not a deserter, sir," I answered, in a 
firm voice ; and I then gave him a clear and succinct 
account of the cutting out expedition in Santa Cruz 
harbour, in which I had been engaged, and the way in 
which my life had been preserved on that occasion. 

The captain, after a moment's consideration, sent a 
midshipman down into his cabin for a printed book. 
When it was brought to him he turned over the pagesand 
asked me a few more questions. " I find that your account 
agrees exactly with the description I here have of the 
affair, and I believe you." I saw Dr. M'Call, who came 
up at the moment and heard the captain's words, look 
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evidently pleased. They exchanged glances I thought 
At all events, I fancied that I had just and kind- 
hearted superiors, and that my condition was far 
better than I might have expected to find it. Still 
this reflection could not mitigate the great source of 
my grief — my sudden separation from my wife and 
my ignorance of her fate. After this I was placed in a 
watch, and went regularly about my duty. I did my 
best to perform it, and quickly recovered my strength. 
Ours had always been considered a smart ship, and 
though our captain was a kind man, he sacrificed a 
great deal to smartness. The most active and bustling 
men who could make the most show of doing things 
smartly, often gained more credit than they deserved. 
It was one forenoon my watch below when I heard 
the cry of " All hands shorten sail !" I had 
been stationed in the fore-top. I sprang on deck as 
fast as my strength would allow, but I had not re- 
covered my usual activity. " Fly aloft, there; fly aloft, 
you lazy scoundrel, or a rope's end will freshen your 
way a bit," I heard a voice cry, close to my ear. It 
was Iffley. His countenance showed that he was 
capable of executing his threats. My blood boiled. I 
could do nothing. I could say nothing. In a moment 
I understood the bitter enmity which he had allowed 
to enter and to rankle in his bosom. I scarcely dared 
to allow myself again to look at him. I hurried on. 
A sudden squall had struck the ship — unexpected 
after the long calms to which we had been subject. 
She was heeling over to her lower deck ports. The 
exertion of all hands was indeed required to shorten 
sail. I found Iffley following close after me. I sprang 
up the rigging and quickly reached the fore-top. I 
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could not help seeing his face as he came tip. It wore 
the expression of the most malignant hatred. " Lay- 
out ; be smart about it, my lads," cried the captain of 
the top, as the foretopsail-yard came rattling down. 

In an instant the yard was covered with active 
forms hurrying out to its extreme ends. I made a 
spring to get out to the weather earing. I had got it 
in my hand and was hauling on it, when I saw the 
countenance of Iffley, wearing the same expression as 
before, close to me. There was. now in it a triumphant 
expression, as if he hoped that his vindictive feelings 
were about to be gratified. Still not a word did he 
utter. No one on board would have guessed that we had 
ever before met. I still kept to my resolution. The 
gale came down on us stronger than ever. The officers 
were urging the men to greater speed. Suddenly I 
felt the earing in my hand give way, and before I could 
grasp at the yard to save myself I lost my balance, and 
to my horror found myself falling into the seething 
ocean raging beneath me. A strange, hideous, mock- 
ing strain of laughter sounded in my ears as I fell, and 
after that I knew no more till I discovered that I was 
struggling in the foaming waters. I had gone down 
once, but had quickly come up again. I threw myself 
on my back till I had recovered somewhat my senses, 
and then turned myself round and kept treading the 
water while I looked out to see how far I was from 
the ship. Away she flew, close hauled though, 
with the foam dancing round her, and already at some 
distance. " And is this to be my fate V* I thought. " To 
die thus a victim to the foul revenge of that man." 
I resolved to struggle for life. I looked round me on 
every side. The Indiamen were scattered far and wide. 
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none of them were coming up on our track. Still I 
swam on, but I felt how hopeless was the struggle. 
Just then my eye fell on a grating, floating not Ave 
fathoms from me, and which had evidently been thrown 
to me by some one on board, when I was seen to fall 
from aloft. I exerted all my strength, and at length 
reached it. The time appeared to be very long. It 
is impossible, on such occasions, to measure it. Mo- 
ments appeared minutes — minutes hours, I threw 
myself on the grating in a position to avoid being 
washed off it or thrown under it ; but it required no 
slight exertion to hold on. As the dark seas came 
rolling on, and breaking, with a loud crashing sound, 
above my head, I felt as if they must inevitably over- 
whelm me. Still I did not give up hope. Unhappy 
as I had thought myself, I desired life that I might 
return home once more and ascertain the fate of my 
wife. I prayed that for this object I might be pre- 
served ; that we might once more be united, and once 
again be happy on earth. Even at that moment, 
surrounded by the boiling seas, with my ship flying 
fast away from me, I pictured, with all the vividness 
of reality, the unspeakable joy of once again being re- 
stored to her. I remembered the numberless dangers 
to which I had been exposed, and the merciful way in 
which I had been preserved from them. Not for an 
instant did I think of Iffley. I forgot that he had 
been the cause of my present position, and thus I was 
prevented from harbouring any feeling of revenge 
against him. As I was saying, I could not judge how 
long I was clinging to the grating. Tossed about as I 
was — now lifted to the summit of a foaming sea— 
now sunk down into the trough — I kept my eye con- 
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stantly turning towards my ship. Suddenly I saw 
the foretopsail thrown aback — a boat was lowered — 
my shipmates were coming to my rescua I felt eveu 
then that I was to be saved. I forgot the distance 
they had to pull and the heavy sea which might 
both endanger them and hide me from their sight. 
Still more eagerly did I try to make out the boat, as 
she laboured among the foaming seas. I caught a 
glimpse of her as I rose to the top of a wave, but she 
was not pulling towards ma Those in her could not 
have seen me. Then suddenly the horrid thought 
came across me, that Iffley might have pretended to 
have seen where I was and to have guided the boat 
wrongly. Then I blamed myself for thinking even 
Iffley capable of an act so atrocious. Still, I thought 
if lie had purposely thrown me into the sea he would 
be as likely to play the foul trick of which I now sus- 
pected him. Again I sank down into a deep trough 
of the sea, and could only for a time distinguish the 
topsails of the ship above the masses of foam which 
flew around. When I next rose again, there was the 
boat pulling away from me. I shrieked out, I raised 
my voice louder and louder, as if I could by possibility 
be heard. I might as well have tried to howl down 
the hurricane in its fiercest mood. This was more 
trying than all that had gone before. At length, ex- 
hausted by my exertions, I threw myself back on the 
grating, scarcely attempting to hold on. I was then 
in the trough of a sea. In another moment I was 
raised again to the summit of a sea, and, though 
hopeless, my eyes mechanically turned towards the 
boat. Some one on board had seen me — she was pull- 
ing towards me. I felt conscious in a moment how 
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wrong I had been to despair. I again exerted all my 
remaining strength to keep myself on the grating. I 
saw some one standing up in the bows looking out for 
me. He pointed to where I floated that the helms- 
man might steer the boat aright. " Hurra ! hurra !" 
A shout reached my ears. I knew that my shipmates 
had given it to encourage me. A few minutes more 
and I found myself hauled into the boat. The first 
person on whom my eyes rested was Iffiey. He looked, 
I fancied, conscience-struck and defeated. 

" Charley said as how he thought he saw you away 
to the eastward there ; but Tom Potts caught sight of 
you, and now we know he was right/' said one of the 
men who were hauling me in. 

I was placed in the bottom of the boat, for there 
was little time in that heavy sea to attend to me, and 
we pulled back towards the ship. I felt that I was 
saved, and I did not expect to be much the worse for 
my ducking, and when I got back to the ship I knew 
that the doctor would look after me. But I had now 
no doubt that Iffley had endeavoured to prevent the 
boat from coming to my assistance. How bitter must 
be his hatred to allow a shipmate to die thus, horribly 
struggling in the sea, when he had the power to save 
me. As I was helped up the side, I caught his eye 
fixed on me, and again I observed that evident look of 
baffled vengeance which I had before remarked. I felt 
sure that he would take the first opportunity of giving 
further proof of his hatred of me. I did not see any 
means of escaping from it. Had he even spoken to 
me, I might have expostulated with him ; but he kept 
aloof as if I were a total stranger to him. He carefully 
avoided even addressing me directly. I felt sure indeed 
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that had I spoken to him, he would have stoutly denied 
all former knowledge of me, and who was to prove it ? 
No one whom I knew on board. I felt as if I were pur- 
sued by some monster with supernatural powers, from 
whom I could not get free. When I got on board, 
Dr. M'Call kindly ordered me to go to my hammock, 
and he came and gave me some medicine. He said 
that after the illness from which I had so long been 
suffering, the consequences might be serious if I caught 
cold from my ducking. However, I turned out the 
next morning not in the slightest degree the worse for 
what had occurred. I resolved to be as attentive and 
exact in my duty as possible ; I wished to behave thus 
at all events; but I also knew that in that case I 
should give my enemy less opportunity of injuring 

me. 

Two days after this a man was convicted of steal- 
ing on board; I forget what it was. He was sen- 
tenced to receive fifty lashes. Iffley was one of the 
boatswain's mates chosen to inflict the punishment. 
The crew were mustered on deck, and the man was led 
forward. He was one of those miserable men who are 
both rogues and cowards. Iffley and the other boat- 
swain's mates stood with their cats, those dreadful in- 
struments of power, in their hands ready for use. 
While preparations were being made, the miserable 
wretch looked round on every side as if seeking for 
some one who could save him from the punishment he 
was about to receive. Not a glaoce of pity did he get 
from his messmates. They knew him too well. At 
last he looked towards Iffley. I saw them exchange 
looks. Iffley of course did not speak, but his looks 
-said something which gave the other courage. 
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" Captain," said the man, turning round to our cap- 
tain, " you are going to make the innocent suffer for 
the guilty; I wanted to shield a shipmate; but he 
will be found out at last, I know, and I shall only 
suffer without doing any one any good, otherwise I 
could have borne the punishment willingly." 

I at the time thought that the man spoke in that 
whining tone which a person in spite of himself uses 
when he k speaking a falsehood, or saying what has 
been put into his mouth by another. 

"Cast him loose,*' said the captain; "I'll inquire 
into this. Bring him aft here. Now tell me at once, 
who is the man who has committed this theft, if you 
are not guilty of it f 

" I'd rather not say, sir," replied the culprit. " 1 don't 
like to peach on another. He'll be found out before 
the day is over, and then I shan't be accused of having 
told of him." 

" That excuse will not serve your turn, my man," 
answered the captain, sternly. " Unless you can point 
out the real culprit, you will have to suffer the punish- 
ment awarded you." 

" Oh no, sir, I'd rather not. Do not be hard on me. 
I don't like to hurt another man, even to save myself, 4 ' 
again whined out the man. ll Let me off, sir, let me 
off, and the real thief will be found, that he will ; you 
have my word for it." 

" Trice him up again," said the captain to the boat- 
swain. " The true thief is about to be punished, I am 
very certain of that." 

" I'll tell, sir, I'll tell," shrieked out the wretched man. 
" He's one who has been skulking his duty ever since 
he came on board. I'd rather not speak his name." 

8 
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The captain shook his head* and made a sign to the 
boatswain to proceed. " Well, if I must tell," cried 
out the man, Saull Ley by name, " the thief is Will 
Weatherhelm." 

I almost fainted when I heard the accusation, and I. 
am sure that I must have looked as. guilty as if I had 
committed the theft. A triumphant smile flitted across 
Iffley's features, and he passed the knotted tails of his 
cat, as if mechanically, through his fingers, while he cast 
a glance at me which I too well understood. The cap- 
tain turned towards me. 

" What is this I hear," he asked. " Do you acknow- 
ledge the theft, Weatherhelm V 

" No, sir ; certainly not," I answered, with as firm a 
voice as I could command, though I felt conscious that 
it was faltering as I spoke. 

" V^hat proof have you that Weatherhelm committed 
the theft V asked the captain of the culprit. 

• " Because two men, if not more, watched him, and 
knew that it was him/* was the answer ; and now the 
man spoke in a firmer voice than I had done, and I 
fancied looked more innocent. 

" Produce your witnesses," said the captain. 

The man hesitated for a minute, and his eye ranged 
with an uneasy glance along the lines of men drawn 
up on deck, as if anxiously scanning their countenances, 
for he must have felt that they knew him, and that he 
-was not generally believed. At last his eyes rested on 
two who were standing together. 

" Bill Sykes and Dick Todd saw him, sir ; they know 
all about it. They'll tell you ; they'll prove I am 
innocent." 

The theft had been committed on the purser s stores. 
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Some tobacco and sugar had been stolen, and some other 
things. Now Saull Ley, the accused, had been seen' 
coming out of the purser's store-room on some occasion 
when his clerk had left the keys in the door for a short 
time and gone away. The purser, on his return, had 
missed some tobacco and sugar, and that same evening 
a small quantity of both those articles had been found 
in Ley's possession. 

" Stand out Bill Sykes and Dick Todd, and let me 
hear what you know about this matter." 

Bill Sykes was a landsman, and had soon shown that 
he was totally unfit for a sailor. Dick Todd had en- 
tered as a boy. He was not worth much, and had 
become a great chum of Sykes'. Still, from the little 
I had seen of them, I did not think that they would 
have been guilty of falsely accusing a shipmate. I had, 
therefore, little fear of what they could say against 
me. I was, however, somewhat startled when they 
stepped forward, and Sykes, as the eldest, began in a 
clear way to state that he had seen a man, whom he 
took to be me, open the door of the purser's room with 
a key, and, after being absent for a minute or more, 
return and lock it. He at once knew this was wrong, 
so he watched what the man he took to be a thief 
would next do. He said that he met with Todd, and 
told him as a friend what he had observed. The thief 
crept along the deck, and the two then saw him go to 
his bag and deposit something which he took out of his 
pockets. Both the men acknowledged that they might 
be mistaken, but that they thought that it was me. 

" What have you got to say to this, Weatherhelm V 
asked the captain. *' You are accused by the mouths 
of two witnesses." 

s2 
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" That the accusation is false, sir," I answered, calmly. 
" I was not long ago at my bag, and I observed neither 
tobacco nor sugar in it. If you will send for it, you 
will find that I speak the truth." 

" Very welL Mr. Marvel, take a couple of hands 
with you, and bring up Weatherhelm's bag," said the 
captain, addressing the mate of the lower deck. 

I felt very little anxiety during the time the officer 
was absent, for I was sure that nothing would be found 
among my things. He soon returned, bringing the 
bag. It was placed before the captain. 

" Open it," said he. It was opened on deck in sight of 
all the officers and ship's company. What was my horror 
and dismay to see drawn forth, wrapped up in a shirt, 
a large lump of tobacco' and a paper containing several 
pounds of sugar. " Now what have you got to say V 
asked the captain, turning to me. 

" That I have not the slightest notion how those 
things came into my bag," was my prompt answer. 

" That is the sort of reply people always give when 
they are found out," said the captain. " It will not 
serve your turn, I fear." 

" I cannot help it, sir," I replied, with a feeling of 
desperation. " Appearances are certainly against me, 
sir ; but I know not by whom those things were put 
into my bag. I did not do it, and I did not know that 
they were there." 

" You said that another man was a witness of this 
affair," said the captain, turning to Ley. " Who is he 1" 

Ley began to hum and haw and look uncomfortable. 
" I'd rather not say, sir/' whined out Ley, " if it is not 
necessary." 

"But it is necessary," thundered out the captain, 
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evidently annoyed at the man's coolness and canting 
hypocrisy. " Who is he t or you get the eight dozen 
awarded you." 

I had watched all along the countenance of Iffley. I 
felt sure that a plot had been formed against me, and 
that he was its framer and instigator. I saw that he 
began to grow uneasy at this stage of the proceedings. 

" Who is this other man 1" repeated the captain. 

Ley saw that he must speak out, or that he would 
still get the punishment he was so anxious to escape. 
" There he is ; Charles Iffley is the man, sir, who, be- 
sides those two, saw Weatherhelm going to his bag 
and putting the stolen things into it." 

" How is this, Iffley. If you saw a man committing 
a robbery, it was your duty to give notice of it, sir," ex- 
claimed the captain, in an angry voice, turning towards 
him. 

« 

M I am very sorry, sir,* replied Iffley. " I am aware 
of what I ought, strictly speaking, to have done, but I 
did not like to hurt the character of a shipmate. He 
always seemed a very respectable man, and I fully be- 
lieved that I must have been mistaken. It is only 
now that the things are found in his bag that I can 
believe him guilty." 

"You are ready to swear to this?" asked the 
captain. 

" Quite ready, sir, certainly," replied Iffley, calmly. 
" I add nothing and withhold nothing on the subject." 

Even I was startled by what Iffley said and the way 
he said it I could not help supposing that he be- 
lieved what he said. 

w Have you anything more to say in your defence, 
Weatherhelm 1" said the captain. 
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" Nothing, sir, except that those men are mistaken. 
I can only hope that they believe what they say," I 
answered, with a firmer voice than I had before been 
able to command! 

" I am very sorry for it, and do not just now alto- 
gether believe it," I heard Dr. M'Call observe as he 
walked off. " You will expect your punishment — six 
dozen," said the captain. " Pipe down." 

Could a painter at that moment have observed 
1196/8 countenance, it might have served him as a 
likeness of Satan when he is assured that Eve has 
fallen. The officers walked aft, the crew dispersed, 
and I was placed under charge of the master-at-arms. 
Two days passed by. How full of agony and wretched- 
ness they were. The pain I was to expect was as 
nothing compared to the disgrace and degradation. I 
who had always born an unsullied name, whose cha- 
racter had always stood high both with my officers and 
messmates, to be now branded as a thief. How could 
I ever face those I loved, conscious of the marks of the 
foul lash on my back. There was no one on board to 
speak in my favour ; no one who had known me before, 
and how incapable I was of the act imputed to me, 
except Iffiey ; and he, I felt too well assured, would do 
his utmost to destroy me. The two days passed — no 
circumstance occurred, as I had hoped it might, to 
prove that I was innocent — when the boatswain's call 
summoned all hands on deck to witness punishment. 
This time I was to be the victim. The boatswain's 
mates stood ready. One of them was Iffley. He played 
eagerly with his cat as I was led forward. " If come, 
it must," I ejaculated ; "the Lord have mercy on me, 
I will bear my punishment as a man." 4 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Punishment interrupted — Preparations for action — Beat off the 
enemy — A confession — I am proved to be innocent — Capture 
two prizes — Ordered home in one of them — Deserted by our 
consort — Spring a leak — Mutiny of prisoners. 

" Strip," said the captain. 

I prepared to lay my shoulders bare to receive the 
lash. 

" The Indiamen to windward are signalling to us, 
sir," shouted the signal midshipman, turning over .the 
pages of the signal-book. " An enemy in sight on the 
weather beam." 

" Master-at-arms, take charge of the prisoner ; 
punishment is deferred," cried the captain, springing 
on to the poop. 

I was led below. I almost wished that the punish- 
ment was over. I had nerved myself up to bear it, 
dreadful as it was, without flinching. Now, I knew 
not for how long it might be postponed, but I had no 
hopes of escaping it altogether. In another minute, the 
stirring cry of "Prepare ship for action !" was passed 
along the decks. Every one in a moment was full of 
activity. The cabin bulkheads were knocked away, 
fire-screens were put up, the doors of the magazine 
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were thrown open, and powder and shot were being 
handed up on deck. For some time I was left alone, 
with a sentry only stationed oyer me. I longed to be 
set free. I trusted that I was not to remain a prisoner 
during the action which I saw it was expected was 
about to take place. I thought that if I could but 
send a message to the captain, and entreat that I 
might be allowed to do my duty at my gun, he would 
liberate me while the action lasted. For a long time, 
not an officer came near ma At length, to my great 
satisfaction, I saw Dr. M'Call. He was on his way to 
see that all proper preparations had been made in the 
space devoted to his service on the orlop deck, for the 
reception of the wounded. 

" Dr. M'Call," I cried out to him. " I wduld not have 
ventured to have spoken to you, situated as I now am, 
under any other circumstances, but I have a great 
favour to ask of you, sir." He stopped and listened. 
" I need not say that I trust yon do not believe me 
guilty, and I would entreat yau to go to the captah* 
and to ask him to allow me to return to my duty 
during {he action. Tell him only what you think of 
me, and he will, I am sure, give me my freedom til] 
the fight is over. I do not wish to avoid punishment, 
but it would be a double pne to remain manacled here 
while my shipmates are fighting the enemy." 

" I'll go," said the doctor, who. had quietly listened 
to all I said. " I do not believe you guilty. There is 
little time to lose, though." 

How anxiously I awaited the result of my petition. 
Every moment I expected to hear the first shot fired 
and to find that the action had begun. About three 
minutes passed. I fancied six times the period had 



PREPARATIONS FOR ACTION. 265 

elapsed, when * master's mate and two men came 
below. 

"The captain gives yen leave, Weatherhelm, to 
return to your duty," said the officer. <' He hopes that 
you will show you are worthy of the favour." 

" Indeed I will, sir," I answered, as the men knocked 
the handcuffs off my wrists. 

" We've a tough job in hand, depend on that.* 

"Thank you, sir, thank you, n I exclaimed, as I 
sprang to my feet and followed my liberators to the 
upper deck, where the sentry joined his comrades. 

The moment I reached the deck I looked out for 
the enemy. Just out of gun-shot appeared a seventy- 
four gun-ship and two frigates. They were firing 
away at the Indiamen, which were still within range 
of their guns. The greater number were, however, 
clustering together, and sending down to leeward of 
us, so that those nearer the Frenchmen were not idle, 
and were bravely returning shot for shot. The three 
ships came on, the Frenchmen little doubting that we 
should continue on the same course we were then 
holding; but our captain was determined to get the 
weather gauge, and just as their shot came aboard us, 
he tacked, and stood to the northward, which brought* 
the two frigates nearer to us than the line-ofrbattle-. 
ship. One of them bravely stood on till she got close 
under, our guns. The order was given to fire. Our 
shot took the most deadly effect on her, and she com-* 
pletely heeled over as our whole broadside went 
crushing in through her decks and sides. Of the three 
hundred men or more, who an instant before stood up 
full of life and strength, full fifty must have been struck 
down, many never to rise again, while her spars and 
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Tigging went tumbling down in terrible confusion over 
her deck. Again we tacked, and this brought our 
starboard broadside to bear on the second frigate. 
While we were especially engaged with the first, she 
had fired two or three broadsides at us, and as we 
tacked she managed to rake us, to our no little damage. 
The success attending our first effort inspirited us to 
give due effect to the second. Every shot we fired 
seemed to tell. Besides numbers of men killed and 
wounded, the foremast of the frigate came toppling 
down on her deck almost before the smoke which hung 
around us had cleared away. Seldom bad greater 
execution been effected in so short a time, but our ship 
was thoroughly well manned, and every one of us had 
been well trained at our guns. We knew what we 
were about, and had strength to do it. Leaving the 
two frigates almost helpless, we stood on to meet our 
larger opponent. With her, to all appearances, we 
were thoroughly well matched. While we had been ■ 
engaged with the frigates she had somewhat severely 
handled some of the Indiamen. She had now, how- 
ever, to look after herself. Our captain, as soon as we 
got clear of the frigates, signalled to the Indiamen to 
go and attack them. This he did in the hopes that 
they would be prevented from repairing damages 
and be enabled to escape. The Indiamen to lee- 
ward, in the most spirited way, instantly began to 
beat up towards the frigates. We had not escaped 
altogether free of barm. Though no material damage 
been done to the ship, we had already several 
tiled and wounded by the shot from our 
two first antagonists. As we closed with the liue-of- 
battle ship she opened fire on us. We soon found that 
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we had an opponent which would require all oar 
strength and perseverance to overcome, but every man 
stood to his gun, as British seamen always will stand 
when well commanded, however great may be the odds 
against them. We passed each other on opposite tacks 
as she stood on towards the frigates. As our guns 
were brought to bear we discharged them into each 
other's sides. We all cheered loudly and heartily as 
we saw the effect of our shot, but the enemy were not 
idle. The shot from their broadside came crashing on 
board us with fearful effect, while the marines in the 
tops, and poop, and forecastle, kept up a heavy fire of 
musketry. Blocks and spars came tumbling down 
from aloft ; splinters were flying in every direction ; 
round shot were whizzing through the ports and 
across the decks, the smoke from the guns hung 
over us in dense masses, obscuring the sky and scarcely 
enabling us to see from one side of the ship to the 
other. Many a poor fellow sunk to rise no more; 
numbers were sorely wounded ; the heads of some, the 
arms and legs of others, were shot away ; groans and 
shrieks arose from those who were struck, while the 
rest of the crew uttered shouts of defiance and anger. 
All of us were stripped to the waist, begrimed with 
smoke, and often sprinkled with our own blood or that 
of our comrades ; our handkerchiefs bound round our 
heads, and our countenances with the muscles strained 
to the utmost, and exhibiting the fierce passions which 
animated our hearts. Yet, though I have attempted to 
describe the scene, no words can do adequate justice to 
its savage wildness. I felt, I doubt not, like the rest. 
In a moment all recollection of the past vanished, I 
thought only of punishing the foe ; of gaining the 
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victory. I saw other? killed and wounded near roe, 
but it never occurred to me that any moment their fate 
might be mine. As our foremost guns had been fired, 
they had been instantly run in and loaded, and directly 
the enemy had passed us, putting down our helm, we 
luffed up and passed under her stern, raking her fore 
and aft, to the very great surprise of the Frenchman, 
who little expected that we should so quickly again be 
able to deliver our fire. 

The rapidity with which we worked our guns waa 
the chief cause of our auccess. Instead of tacking, 
as the enemy fancied we were going to do, we once 
more filled and ran after him, A loud shout burst 
from our crew. The Frenchman's fore topmast came 
tumbling down on deck. We quickly came up after 
him and gave him a full dose of our larboard broadside. 
The two frigates, seeing how their oonsort had been 
handled, and that several of the Indiamen were crowd- 
ing sail towards them, now set all the canvas they 
could spread in the hopes of making their escape, very 
indifferent, to the fate of their big consort, whom they 
seemed to think was powerful enough to take very 
good care of herself. She, meantime, was signalling 
to them to remain to render her assistance while she 
brought us up towards them. 

We, by this time, had been pretty severely handled. 
We had fully twenty or thirty killed and twice as 
many wounded, while several of our spars had been 
shot away, and we were much cut up in sails and rig* 
ging. Night, too, was coming on, and it was im- 
portant to keep our convoy together. We could not 
tell whether other French ships were near at hand, and 
if so, not only we, but many of the merchantmen 
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under our charge might have been captured. All these 
things I thought of afterwards, but not then, depend 
on it. Flushed with our success, we fully expected 
that we were going to make all the three Frenchmen 
strike. The enemy's line-of-battle ship sailed well, 
and she quickly led us up in chase, so that we were 
exposed to the fire of her consorts as well as to hers. 
Under other circumstances, I believe that Our captain 
was the last man to have left a victory half won, but 
just as we were once more getting within range of the 
enemy's guns, we hove to, and he signalled to the con- 
voy to collect together and to continue their course to 
the southward. All on board were eager to see what 
was to happen. We thought that we were going to 
make sail after the Indiamen, but we had not yet 
quite done with the enemy. We replied by a loud 
cheer as the ship's head was once more kept towards 
them, and then running along their line we delivered 
another crashing broadside into them. We got some- 
thing in return though, and the shot from all the three 
ships came more thickly about us than ever. Not far 
from the gun at which I was serving I saw Saull Ley. 
Once he had disappeared, and I thought he had been 
wounded, but when the firing ceased he had come 
back to his gun. He had evidently attempted the same 
trick a second time, when we were once more unex- 
pectedly brought into action, for a couple of men with 
rope's ends were driving him back to his station. He 
had no help for himself but to remain, though fear had 
rendered his services of very little avail. At last the 
shot he so much dreaded reached him, and I saw him 
struck down bleeding on the deck. He shrieked out 
with terror and pain when he found himself wounded. 
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" Oh, help me ! help me ! I shall die ! I shall die ! 
What will become of me V he cried out. 

" Why, you'll have to go where many a better man 
has gone before you," answered the rest of the crew of 
his gun, who, on account of his arrant cowardice, had 
no feeling of compassion for him. He was, however, 
lifted from the deck and carried below, to be placed 
under the doctor's care. 

The enemy, who had laid to for us, seeming to con- 
sider that nothing was to be gained by them if they 
continued the fight, but that they were far more likely 
to have to haul down their flags or to be sunk, once 
more filled and stood away from us to the northward. 
It seemed a question whether we should follow or not, 
and I am very certain that no one felt the necessity 
more than did our captain of having to allow the 
enemy to escape when he had almost secured the 
victory. The property, however, entrusted to his care 
on board the fleet of Indiamen was of such vast amount 
that he could not venture to run the risk of any dis- 
aster. We had gallantly done our duty by beating off 
so far superior a force. The enemy was in full flight — 
we might have overtaken them — but if we had, and 
captured them all, we should have so completely weak- 
ened our crew that we could not have ventured to 
continue our voyage, and should certainly have had to 
put into port to refit. Our helm was accordingly put 
up, and once more we stood to the southward after our 
convoy. 

Having to leave the enemy was, I believe, a. far 
greater trial and exertion of moral courage in our 
captain, than having to follow and attack them once . 
more would have been. Some officers I have known. 
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would have gone after them, and, perhaps, have risked 
the loss of the richly-laden merchantmen under their 
charge. Our crew, to a man, felt this, and not a com- 
plaint or a growl was heard at our allowing the enemy 
to escape from our power. Darkness soon hid them 
from our sight. The battle was over, but our work 
was not. All night long, we were busy in repairing 
damages, and daylight still found us engaged in the 
same occupation. The magazine was once more closed, 
the blood-stained decks were washed down, and in the 
course of the day the ship resumed much of her 
wonted appearance, though it was no easy work to get- 
rid of the traces of the severe conflict in which we had 
lately been engaged. At length the hands were piped 
below, the watch on deck was set, and the others al- 
lowed to turn in and get some of that rest we so much 
needed. Then it was that the recollection of my painful 
position returned to me. I was a prisoner released for 
a time, with a severe punishment hanging over me. 
Suppose even the captain were to remit my punish- 
ment, in consequence of the way in which I knew that 
I had behaved in the fight, I should still be loaded 
with disgrace. I should be looked upon as a convicted 
thief. Such were the feelings with which I went to 
my hammock. I was just about to turn in, when I 
heard my name called. 

"The doctor has sent for you, Weatherhelm," said 
the messenger, who was one of the hospital attendants. 
" There is a man dying, and he wants to see you." 
, I slipped on my clothes and hurried down to the 
orlop deck. I found the purser, with the chaplain, 
standing near the hammock of a seaman. The surgeon 
came up at the same time. " I am glad to see yqn, 
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Weatherhelm, he said, in his usual kind way. " That 
poor wretch exonerates you from the charge he made 
against you, and begged to see you that he might ask 
your forgiveness." 

I drew near the hammock, and in the features of the 
dying man I recognised those of Saull Ley. 

"Weatherhelm, I'm a great villain, I know I am," 
he cried out as soon as he saw me. " There's a greater, 
though, and he put me up to it. I would have let you 
be punished to save my own worthless carcase, and, 
oh ! now I'm suffering greater pain than ever the cat 
could give me. I stole all the things^-I've been telling 
Mr. Nips. Then we persuaded those two silly lads 
that it was you, and when they saw me go and put 
them into your bag, they had no doubt about it, and 
so Iffley made them believe that they had seen you 
coming out of the storeroom. That's all about it I've 
been speaking the truth and nothing but the truth. 
But you'll forgive me, wont you, Weatherhelm, and 
let me die easy V 

" I forgive you with all my heart; and I believe that 
I should have forgiven you, even had I suffered the 
punishment awarded me," I answered. " I would ask 
you but one thing. Why do you fancy that Iffley is 
desirous to get me falsely accused 3" 

"Because he hates you, he told me," said he. 
" He has a long score to wipe off against you, and he 
vowed if you escaped him this time, he would find 
means, before long, to be revenged on you." 

" You hear what the man says," observed Dr. M'Call 
to the other officers present. " This is what I suspected, 
but I had not the means of proving. We must not 
allow that ruffian Iffley to obtain his ends ; for ruffian 
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he is, notwithstanding his plausible manners. It's an 
old story — Weatherhelm would rather it were not 
told — but there is nothing in it to do him discredit. " 

" All I desire, sir, is, that I may be freed from ,the 
imputation cast on me, and that, thanks to your con- 
sideration in calling witnesses to hear this poor man's 
dying confession, will, I am sure, be done." 

"Rest assured of that," remarked the chaplain. 
" And now I would say a few words to Saull Ley. 
You spoke of dying with a quiet conscience if you got 
forgiveness from the man you might have so cruelly 
injured, had you not been struck down by the hand of 
an avenging God ; but you have not only forgiveness 
to seek from man, but from one who is mighty to save, 
who has the power and the will to wash away all your 
sins, if you put your entire faith and trust in him and 
xepent you heartily of your former life." 

" I cannot, I dare not. He wouldn't listen to such 
a wretch as me. Don't tell me to go to Him. Find 
some other means of saving me— isn't there ? There 
must be. Do tell me of it 1". 

"There is none — none whatever," answered the 
chaplain. "Do not refuse the only means — a sure 
means — by which even the greatest of sinners may be 
saved." 

" Oh, go on, sir, go on ; tell me all about it," moaned 
the unhappy man. " I've often, before now, thought 
of giving up my bad ways. I wish that I had done it 
long ago." ' 

The chaplain looked at Dr. M'Call, to learn whether 
he might continue talking to the wounded man. The 
doctor signified that he might, but * that it would be 
better if there were fewer persons present. 

T 
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"Yes; but he must. first sign the evidence he has 
given/ 1 observed the parser, who was of necessity a 
good man of business. " Not only must the innocent 
escape punishment, but the guilty must be punished." 

He accordingly wrote down the statement made by 
the wounded seaman, and, after reading it to him, put 
a pen into his hand to sign it. Ley took the pen and 
hurriedly wrote his name. He did not speak. Sud- 
denly the pen fell from his hand — a shudder came 
over his frame— without a groan he fell back in his 
hammock. 

" What has happened 3" asked the chaplain. 

" He has gone to his long account," answered Dr. 
M'Call. 

Alas ! how many die like him, talking and thinking 
about repentance, and saying that they will put their 
trust in Christ, but never go to him, never repent. 
With a heart truly thankful for the dangers I had 
escaped and the mercies vouchsafed to me, I returned 
to my hammock, and slept more soundly than I had 
done for many a night. The next morning, after 
breakfast was over, all hands were piped on deck, and 
the captain sent for me. I found him and all the 
officers assembled on the quarter-deck. 

" I have sent for you, Weatherhelm," said the cap- 
tain, " to tell you that I am very glad you have escaped 
what would have been a very cruel and unjust punish- 
ment. My lads, you know that this man was accused 
not long ago of a very great crime. I rejoice to say- 
that I have proof, undoubted, that he is entirely inno- 
cent. The man who accused him is dead, but he left 
evidence not only that this man is innocent, but that a 
most vile attempt has been made to accuse him falsely. 
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I know the man ; let him beware that he is not caught 
in the trap he has laid for another." 

While the captain was speaking, I caught sight of 
Iffley's countenance. Again I observed on it that ex- 
pression of hatred and baffled vengeance, and when he 
himself was so palpably alluded to, there was mixed 
with it no small amount of craven apprehension. The 
stern eye of the captain ranged over the countenances 
of the crew. It rested a moment on him. He quailed 
before it. 

" Pipe down P cried the captain. 

Those of the crew not on duty went below. Many 
of the more steady men came up to me, and congratu- 
lated me on my escape, and I found in a short time 
that I had numbers of friends on board. Had it not 
been for the thought of my wife, and of my wish to 
return home, I should have been happy. Iffley never 
came near me. He seemed to dread me far more than 
I dreaded him. I could not conceive what harm he 
could possibly do me now that he was known, and 
must have been aware that he was watched. Still I felt 
that it would be wiser to be on my guard against him. 
When the excitement of the occurrences I have de- 
scribed had passed away, a reaction took place, and I 
once more began to feel the misery of my position. 
It seemed like some horrid dream, and sometimes I 
almost hoped that I should awake and find that I was 
at home all the time, and that the scenes I was going 
through were but the effects of a dreadful nightmare. 
I frequently found myself reasoning on the subject, 
but there was a vividness and reality about everything 
which made me too justly doubt the soundness of my 
hopes. I had, before I was pressed, more than once 
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been afflicted with a dream so like the present reality, 
that, as I say, I nearly persuaded myself that I was 
dreaming now. I had been torn away from my wife with- 
out being able to tell her where I was going. I sailed 
over strange seas without a kit, and without any pre- 
paration for the voyage ; cast upon strange lands among 
savages, and had barely escaped with my life ; I had 
wandered about among a variety of extraordinary 
scenes, and I had found on awaking that scarcely an 
hour had passed since I fell asleep. But day after day 
went by, and at length I felt very well assured that I 
was not dreaming a dream, but living through the sad 
reality. My great desire was to write home, at least 
to say where I was, and that I was well ; but no op- 
portunity occurred, not a homeward-bound ship did 
we pass. 

We had been several weeks at sea, when one morn- 
ing two sail were reported in sight from the masthead. 
They were standing towards us. The idea was that 
they were two homeward-bound English merchantmen. 
I accordingly got ready a letter to send home by one of 
them to my wife. As they drew near, however, they 
showed French colours. It was clear, we thought, that 
they had mistaken us for a French squadron. We 
accordingly hoisted French colours, and they ran on 
close under our guns. We then changed our colours for 
English, and fired a shot across their bows. They were 
evidently taken by surprise, and did not seem to know 
what to do. We fired another shot to quicken their 
imagination. On this they hove to and hauled down 
their colours. Directly afterwards a boat came along- 
side from each of the strangers. The masters of the 
ships apparently were in them. They came on deck, 
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and inquired what we wanted, and why we fired at 
them ? They spoke tolerably good English, though in 
the French fashion. 

" Why, gentlemen, I am sorry for your sakes to say 
that war has again broken out between England and 
France, and that we purpose to make prizes of your 
ships." 

The poor Frenchmen looked very indignant, and 
then very unhappy, and stamped and swore and plucked 
the hair in handfuls from their heads. I thought they 
would have gone out of their minds, they seemed so 
miserable and furious ; but they were allowed to rage 
on, and no one interfered with them. At last our cap- 
tain observed that it was the fortune of war, and a 
misfortune to which many brave men were subject; 
whereon they re-echoed the sentiment, shrugged their 
shoulders, and in ten minutes were laughing and singing 
as if everything had turned out exactly as they could 
have wished it 

The captain ordered two of the midshipmen to go 
on board the prizes to carry them home. How the 
sound of the order set my heart beating. I had my 
letter ready to send. Could I but form one of their 
crews? I could scarcely venture to ask the favour. 
Several men were chosen for each vessel. I understood 
that their numbers were complete. Again my heart 
sank within me. My hopes had vanished. I was 
standing with my letter in my hand, when I saw 
Dr. M'Call go up to the captain. Directly afterwards 
I was called up. 

"I understand, my man," said our captain, "that 
you have strong reasons for wishing to return home. 
You shall go in one of the prizes ; get your bag ready." 
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How I blessed him for his kind words- In ten 
minutes I was on board the largest prize. She was 
ship-rigged, called the Motoche, and bound from the 
Isle of France to Bordeaux. Mr. Randolph was the 
name of the midshipman sent in charge of her. As I 
left the side of the Albion, I saw Charles Iffley looking 
out at one of the ports. His features bore more 
strongly than ever the marks of hatred and anger, and 
when he saw that I was for a time beyond his reach, 
he shook his fist at me with impotent rage. The mates 
and some of the French crews were sent on board the 
Albion; but two or three blacks and several French- 
«men remained on board the ships to help to navigate 
them. Still we were altogether but very short-handed. 
The other prize was the Naviile. She was a very 
handsome ship, and soon gave evidence that her sailing 
qualities were superior to those of the Moucihe. I could 
scarcely believe my senses when I found myself actually 
on board a ship homeward-bound. I might in a few 
short weeks once more be united to my wife, instead 
of being kept away from her as I expected perhaps for 
years. The sudden turn of fortune almost overcame 
me. As I had had some difficulty in believing in the 
reality of my misery, now I felt it scarcely possible to 
trust in the reality of my happiness. Too great for me 
seemed the joy. Yet I never anticipated for a moment 
that any evil could possibly be in store for me at the 
end of my voyage. I brought what I thought would be 
the reality clearly before my eyes. I pictured to my- 
self my wife in our quiet little home, looking out on 
the ever-animated waters of the Solent, and the fleets 
of men-of-war and Indiamen and large merchantmen 
of all sorts brought up at Spithead. I thought of her, 
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anxiously waiting to receive news of me ; and then she 
rose up to my sight, as I thought she would be when 
she received notice that I had once more returned safe 
in limb and health to my native land. I had no doubt 
that I should be able to pay for a substitute, and thus 
be free from the risk of being again pressed and sent to 
sea. All before me appeared bright and encouraging. 
Mr. Randolph, the officer sent in charge of the Mouche, 
although still a midshipman, had seen a good deal of ser- 
vice, and was a brave young man. He had a difficul t duty 
to perform. The Mouche turned out a very slow sailer, 
and was excessively leaky, so that we always had. to keep 
three or four hands employed at a time at the pumps. 
Of course we made the Frenchmen do this work, at which 
they grumbled not a little ; but we told them that had 
their ship not been leaky, they would not have had to 
pump, and that they had no reason to complain. They 
did not much like our arguments, for they said that if 
we had not made prize of their vessel, they should 
have been quietly continuing their voyage. Including 
the blacks, there were eight Frenchmen on board, while, 
with Mr. Randolph, we only mustered seven in alL We 
had, therefore, to keep a very constant look-out over 
them, lest they should attempt to take the vessel from 
us, a trick which more than once had before been played, 
and sometimes with success. I had always thought Mr. 
Randolph a good-natured, merry, skylarking youngster ; 
but the moment he took charge of the prize, he became 
a most diligent, careful officer. He was always on deck, 
always on the look-out, at all hours of the day and 
night I cannot say so much in favour of the officer 
who had charge of the Ncvutile. He was a mate, and 
consequently superior in rank to Mr. Randolph. Un- 
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fortunately, they had had some dispute of long stand- 
ing, and Mr. Simon, the mate I speak of, never lost an 
opportunity of showing his enmity and dislike to his 
youuger brother officer. Here we had a practical ex- 
ample of how detrimental to the interest of the ser- 
vice are any disputes between officers. To return, 
however, to the time when we first got on board our 
respective prizes, as they lay hove to close to the 
Album- The signal to us to make sail to the north- 
ward was hoisted from her masthead, and while she 
stood away after the tea-chests, we shaped a course for 
England. How different must our feelings have been 
to those of the unfortunate Frenchmen, who saw the 
ships sailing away from them, while they had to go 
back to be landed they could not tell where, many 
months elapsing before they would again return to 
their families. 

The trade winds were at this time blowing across 
our course, indeed, almost ahead, so that we made but 
very slow progress. At first we kept close enough, 
together, though there was no interchange of civilities 
between the two crews. When we were within hail, 
and the NcmtUe was going along with her maintopsail 
yard on the cap, while we had every sail set, and our 
yards braced sharp up, her people jeered and laughed 
at us, and called us slow coaches, and offered to give 
us a tow, and asked what messages they should take to 
our wives and families in England. This they only 
did when the officers were below. We replied that it 
was no fault of ours, that if they liked to exchange 
ships, we could say the same to them, but that we 
would not, for we could tell them that it was not 
pleasant to be taunted for nothing. At last Mr. Simon, 
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one day standing on his taffrail, speakiirg-trumpet in 
hand, hailed, and asked Mr. Randolph if he could not 
manage to make his ship walk along somewhat faster, 
for at this rate they would never get to England. 

" Greater haste, worst speed, Simon," answered Mr. 
Randolph. "I've been doing my best to make the 
Mouche move faster, but she's a slow fly, and I cannot 
do it. Besides, she is very leaky, and we have had 
hard work to keep her afloat." 

"Let her sink, then," answered Mr. Simon; "I do 
not see why she should be delaying us, and giving us a 
double chance of being retaken by the enemy." 

" While I live and have a man who will stick by me, 
Til stick by the ship put under my charge," replied 
Mr. Randolph ; " still I must beg you to remain by us. 
My own people and I will do our best to keep her afloat. 
When we find we can do so no longer, we will claim 
your assistance, and get you to take us on board." 

" Oh, is that what you calculate on ? We'll see 
about it," was Mr. Simon's very unsatisfactory reply. 

"We'll trust to you not deserting us," sung out Mr. 
Randolph. " If a gale were to spring up, we should 
have hard work to keep her afloat ; remember that." 

"What's that you say] I can't hear," answered 
Mr. Simon, as his ship shot ahead of ours. 

" He heard well enough, but does not intend to heed, 
I fear," said Mr. Randolph, turning round and walking 
hurriedly up and down the deck. " We must trust to 
our own energies, and my lads will stick by me, I 
know that." 

Our cargo consisted of sugar, coffee, and rice, and 
other valuable but bulky articles produced in the East, 
so that we could not move them to get at the leaks. 
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A very steady man, Thomas Andrews, a quartermaster, 
was acting as first mate, and he having spoken well of 
me to Mr. Randolph, I was appointed to do duty as 
second mate, or, I might say more justly, to take charge 
of a watch. I had neglected one very important part 
of the duty of a seaman who wishes to rise in his pro- 
fession — I had never studied navigation, and could not 
even take a meridional observation. Therefore I was 
not and could not call myself a mate. Mr. Randolph, 
however, seemed to put a good deal of confidence in 
me, and he now summoned Andrews and me, and con- 
sulted us what it might be best to do towards stopping 
the leaks. 

" It is bad enough now," he observed ; " but it will 
be much worse should a gale spring up and cause the 
ship to labour heavily." 

Andrews and I offered to hunt about to try and find 
out where the leaks were worst. We accordingly 
worked our way down into the bows of the ship in 
every direction, at no little risk of being suffocated, . 
and at length we assured ourselves that from the ap- 
pearance of the planking, which looked as if the bows 
had been stove in, that she had run against the butt* 
end of a piece of timber. It seemed a miracle how 
the ship could have kept afloat with so large a fracture 
in her bottom. We reported our discovery to Mr. 
Randolph, who descended with us to examine the 
danger. 

"Well, if the worst comes to the worst, we can but 
get on board the N<mtUe 9 n he observed. "In the 
mean time, we'll do our best to keep the old ship 
afloat." 

Mr. Randolph directed me to take charge of the ship, 
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and to keep an eye on the proceedings of the French- 
men, while he and Andrews, with two men, descended 
below with all the planks and carpenter's tools to be 
found, to try and repair, as far as they could, the 
damage. Night was coming on, so that it was im- 
portant to get the work done as speedily as possible. 
I meantime turned my eye every now and then at our 
consort, for she was evidently getting further ahead 
than she was accustomed to do. I hoped, however, 
that she would soon shorten sail or lay to for us, as 
she had always done at nightfall. Still she stood on. 
Darkness was coming down rapidly on us, and at 
length I could scarcely distinguish her. I did not like 
to tell Mr. Randolph, for, of course, this would only 
interrupt the work in which he was engaged ; but I 
marked well the point by the compass in which I had 
last seen the Nautile, that we might know where to 
look for her in the morning. Three hours passed away 
before Mr. Randolph and Andrews returned on deck. 
They said that they had been able to patch up the leak 
far better than they expected, and that if the weather 
held moderate, we might hope to carry the ship into 
Plymouth. 

The night passed by much as usual. The French 
prisoners had hitherto behaved very well, and seemed 
bo inclined to be peaceable and orderly that insensibly 
our vigilance over them relaxed. It was my morning 
watch on deck. I looked out anxiously for the NautUe 
when daylight dawned. Brighter and brighter grew 
the day, but in vain I rubbed my eyes. Not a sign of 
her was to be seen. Mr. Simon had, then, cruelly and 
shamefully deserted us. Complaints, and more than 
complaints, both loud and deep, were uttered. He knew 
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our condition — he knew that we were any moment 
liable to founder — and still he had made sail and left 
us merely to get home a few days sooner, or to run 
some little less risk of recapture himself. It is very 
seldom that I have heard of conduct so selfish in the 
navy, or, indeed, in the merchant service. I do not 
want to make out that seamen are better than other 
men, but I maintain that they are certainly not worse, 
and that in many respects they are as honest and free 
from vice as any other class of men. One thing was 
very certain, we could not hope to overtake him. We 
must, therefore, take care of ourselves as best we could. 
The leak had been partially stopped, and if we con- 
tinued to enjoy fine weather, we might get into port 
very well ; and, as Andrews observed, " The prize is 
not always to the strong, nor the race to the swift." 
Our consort might run his head into the very dangers 
he was so anxious to avoid. 

We went on very well for two or three days longer, 
and then I could not help remarking that there was a 
considerable change in the manner of the Frenchmen, 
They were far less obedient and civil than they had 
been, and when ordered to perform any duty, they 
went about it in a sulky, disagreeable manner. Mr. 
Randolph, I thought, did not observe the change, but 
I mentioned the subject to Andrews. " I'll keep my eye 
on the fellows," said he. " They'll find it rather diffi- 
cult to catch a weasel asleep." A few days after this, 
we fell in with a westerly "breeze, which increased 
rapidly into a strong gale, and away we flew before it 
much faster than the old Mouche had yet been made to 
fly. Unfortunately, the sea got up, and the ship began 
to labour very much. The consequence was, as we had 
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expected, the leak we had patched up once more burst 
opeu, and it became necessary to keep all hands, watch 
and watch, at the pumps. Mr. Randolph took his spell 
like the rest of us, and no one seemed to work with a 
more hearty goodwill. I watched with some anxiety 
to see what the Frenchmen would do. First one of 
them fell down while working at the pumps, and when 
we picked him up he said that he was so ill he could 
not labour any more, but must go to his hammock. 
Then another followed his example, and then a third, 
and a fourth, till only one remained besides the three 
blacks, who went on working away as merrily as ever. 
The fifth Frenchman seemed suddenly to get into very 
good humour, and to exert himself as much as any of 
us. Had the gale continued, I believe that we should 
all of us really have been knocked up, but happily we 
very quickly ran out of it, and once more we had 
smooth water and a fair breeze. 

While the sea was still running high, the fifth 
Frenchman I have spoken of, as he was coming aft, 
slipped and fell to the deck. Two of the blacks only 
were near him. They picked him up, while he cried 
out with pain, asserting that he had either broken his 
arm or put it out of joint. He insisted on being 
carried to his hammock, and when Mr. Randolph 
offered to try and doctor him, he shrieked out and de- 
clared that he could not bear the pain of being touched. 
At last we were obliged to let him alone, and then we 
had all our five prisoners laid up and apparently useless. 
It thus became more important than ever to try once 
more to stop the leak. Mr. Randolph and Andrews 
accordingly set about it as they had done the first 
time, taking with them two hands. This left only 
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two others, beside me, on deck, and tbe three blacks. 
Negroes have, I have always fancied, very little 
command over their countenances, and if a person is 
accustomed to watch them, he will always be able to 
discover, almost as easily as he would among a party 
of children, whether there is anything in the wind. 
Now, as I saw the negroes moving about the decks, I 
felt very sure, from the roll of their eyes and the way 
in which every now and then they exhibited their 
teeth, that they had a grand secret among them. I 
stepped aft, and telling the man at the helm to be on 
his guard, I called Sam Jones, the only other man left 
on deck, and sent him down into the cabin to collect 
all the arms he could find, to load the pistols and, 
muskets, and to place them just inside the companion, 
hatch, so that I could get at them in a moment. 
"Now," said I to Jones, "just go forward as if you were 
thinking of nothing particular, and then slip quickly 
down below and tell Mr. Randolph that I think there's 
something wrong, that he had better be on his guard 
and return on deck as soon as possible. Do you jump 
up again without a moment's delay. Get a handspike, 
or anything you can lay hold of, and keep guard over 
the fore hatchway, to see that neither the blacks nor 
any of the Frenchmen go down there." 

" But the Frenchmen, they can't do any harm ; they 
are all sick in bed," observed Jones. 

a Don't be too certain of their sickness," I observed. 
" They may be sick, but it is just possible that they 
are shamming, and it is well to be on the safe-side." 

Without further delay, Jones went forward to do as 
I directed him. I meanwhile stood by the companion, 
hatch, ready to hand a musket up to Thompson, the 
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man at the helm, should occasion arise to require it. 
The Frenchmen, I ought to have said, all slept together 
in a part of the hold which was planked off for their 
accommodation. I kept watching the blacks narrowly. 
I saw their eyes turned every now and then towards 
the main hatchway. I was convinced that no time was 
to be lost if bloodshed was to be prevented. " A heavy 
squall coming on," I shouted out. " Hands aloft and 
furl topsails ! Here, Sambo, Julius, Quasha, aloft with 
you quickly, and furl the maintopsail." They pretended 
not to hear me, but once more looked down the hatch- 
way. "Do you hear ] Up with you, you scoundrels !" 
I shouted out at the top of my voice, loud enough, I 
thought, at all events, for Jones to hear me. At that 
moment the heads of the three Frenchmen appeared 
above the combing of the main hatchway. 
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The moment I saw the heads of the Frenchmen, I 
handed out a musket from the companion-hatch, and 
gave it to Thompson, while I took one myself and levelled 
it at them. " Ah, my friends, understand that I will 
lire at the first man of you who steps on deck," I sang 
out. " Return to your beds, if you are sick, but on deck 
you must not venture." Thompson imitated my ex- 
ample, and we both stood with our. muskets levelled 
and ready to put our threats into execution. At first 
the Frenchmen popped down again very quickly, but 
gaining courage, they all five put their heads up again 
at the same moment. Looking round and seeing only 
Thompson and me on deck, they sprang up as if they 
were about to make a desperate rush towards us, think- 
ing of course that they could easily overcome two men. 
Telling Thompson to aim at the blacks in the rigging 
to keep them there, I covered the foremost Frenchman 
with my musket. I could have killed him on the spot, 
but I was most unwilling to shed blood except in the 
very last necessity. Once more I sang out He con- 
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tinued advancing. "I have given you ample warn- 
ing !" I cried out. My finger was on the trigger. At 
that moment Mr. Randolph, followed by Andrews and 
the other men, sprang on deck, and seeing the state of 
affairs, each of them grasping a handspike, they ran 
towards the Frenchmen. The latter soon saw that 
their opportunity was lost. The negroes, for the sake 
of being more out of the way, as they fancied, of 
Thompson's musket, had climbed as high as they could 
up the rigging, so that he was able to hold another 
Frenchman in check. The Frenchman nearest to me, 
seeing my resolute bearing, and having no fancy for 
throwing his life away even for the sake of his com- 
panions, very wisely backed against them, and they 
seeing Mr. Randolph and his party advancing from 
forward, to avoid getting their heads broken, leaped 
precipitately down the hatchway, whence they had but 
just before 'emerged. Leaving Thompson to keep the 
blacks aloft with his musket, I sprang to the hatchway 
and sang out, " We do not want to do you any harm, 
but if you attempt any trick, for our own sakes we 
must shoot every one of you." I said this because I 
saw one of them striking away ove*r a tinder-box, with 
the intention, I had little doubt, of trying to set the 
ship on fire. 

Mr. Randolph highly applauded me for what I had 
done. On looking below and seeing what the French- 
men were about, he and Andrews, with Jones and 
another man, leaped down among them, and seizing 
the first they could lay hands on, lifted him up crop 
and heels to me. The move so much astonished his 
companions, that they did not come to his assistance'; 
and another being treated in the same way, we had 

u 
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their forces divided, and very speedily brought them to 
terms. We first lashed the hands of the two we had 
on deck behind them, and made them sit down with 
their backs against the bulwarks on the starboard side, 
and then we got up the other three one by one, and 
placed them, bound in the same way, on the opposite 
side. Next we called down the blacks, and arranged 
them round the mainmast. 

" Now, my friends, by all the laws of war you ought 
to be shot !" said Mr. Randolph. " We treated you 
very kindly ; we gave you of the best of everything 
on board, and in return you have attempted to knock 
us on the head, and to take the ship from us. However, 
it was natural that you should wish to recover what 
was once your own, so that if you will promise, on the 
honour of Frenchmen, not to make another attempt of 
the sort, we will allow you your freedom during the 
daytime, on certain conditions. Three of you must re- 
main forward, and never come abaft the foremast unless 
I call you ; and two must never go before the mizen- 
mast ; at night we must shut you all up. I warn you, 
also, that as surely as any one of you attempts to in- 
fringe these regulations I will shoot him. We are very- 
good friends ; I do not bear you the slightest enmity, 
but our own safety demands this." 

Our prisoners shrugged their shoulders. " C'est la 
fortune de la guerre," was the only answer they at first 
made. They most of them understood pretty clearly 
what Mr. Randolph had said ; besides, one, who under- 
stood English the best, interpreted to the rest. 

Mr. Randolph waited a little time. " Do you agree 
to my terms V he asked. 
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"Oui, monsieur ; oui, oui," was answered by all of 
them, simultaneously. 

" If I set you at freedom at once, you will give me 
your honour to act as I desire f asked Mr. Randolph. 
, " I will not wish you to do so while you sit there 
bound like slaves." 

The idea seemed to take their fancy amazingly, and 
as soon as we had unlashed their arms, by Mr. Ran- 
dolph's orders, they got up, and altogether, putting their 
hands on their breasts, swore solemnly not again to 
attempt to retake the ship. It is impossible to de- 
scribe their manner, or the air with which they uttered 
the words. They did not seem, however, much to like 
being kept separate from each other, but Mr. Randolph 
very wisely would not abate in any way the regula- 
tions he had formed. He allowed one of them at a 
time to go into the caboose to cook, for they did not at 
all approve of our style of cooking, and one of them, 
who spoke English, remarked that it was only fit for 
bears and wolves. We laughed, and observed, in return, 
that people have different tastes, and that we had no 
fancy for the kickshaws and trifles which satisfied 
them. (Quelque chose and troufles, perhaps I ought to 
have written). 

When a Frenchman is asked what he will have for 
dinner, he begins by saying quelque chose au troitfles, 
and then goes on to enumerate all sorts of things, just 
as an Englishman replies, a mutton-chop or beef-steak, 
and fiually orders turtle-soup, salmon, and a venison 
pasty ; not that I can own to having ever been guilty 
of such a proceeding. After we had settled with the 
Frenchmen, we allowed the blacks to come down, and 
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ordering them into the waist, told them to keep there 
on pain of being shot, and on no account to communi- 
cate with any one else. They, grinning, pointed to our 
muskets, and assured us that while we kept those in 
our hands they would most implicitly obey us. These 
matters being arranged, we each of us stuck a brace of 
pistols in our belts, and hung cutlasses to our sides, 
while a musket was placed so that the man at the 
wheel could get hold of it in a moment The rest of 
the arms and powder were locked up in the after-cabin. 
These precautions were, I am convinced, not greater 
than were necessary. When the Frenchmen saw that 
we had taken them, and that we were wide awake, 
they did not dream of breaking their word ; but had 
we exhibited any carelessness, or any undue confidence 
in them, the honour they had pledged would not, I sus- 
pect, have resisted the temptation which they would 
have felt again to try and take the ship from us. 

As it was, all went on very quietly. We soon got 
once more into the way of joking and talking with the 
Frenchmen, and apparently were on as good terms as 
ever, but Mr. Randolph every now and then gave us a 
hint to be on our guard. " Don't trust them, my 
men," said ha 4t The more they laugh, and chatter, 
and smile, the more they are inclined for mischief de- 
pend on that." 

He was right, and I think, considering his youth, 
that he deserved great credit for his discretion and 
judgment ; for I believe that many an older man might 
have been deceived by the plausibility of their manners 
and their apparent cordiality. Fortunately, we had 
very fine weather and a fair wind, and in about a week 
after the occurrence I have described, we struck sound- 
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ings in the chops of the Channel. Our difficulties and 
dangers, however, were not oyer ; we had to keep a 
stricter watch than ever on our prisoners, for they 
could tell by the colour of the water that we were near 
home, and that if they did not at once regain their 
liberty they must give up all hopes of so doing. We 
had likewise to keep a constant look-out for strange 
sails. The enemy's privateers abounded, we knew, in 
the mouth of the Channel, though their men-of-war 
were not so fond at the time of showing themselves in 
those latitudes, where they~were very likely to be 
picked up by British cruisers. With the few hands 
we had on board, we could scarcely hope to make a 
successful resistance against any armed vessel ; still, 
when Mr. Randolph asked us if we would stick by 
him should we fall in with an enemy, we promised to 
do our best. " Never fear, then," said he ; " though 
we might not be able to beat them off, we'll try and 
frighten them away. As we cannot expect the French- 
men to help us, we'll make their clothes serve some pur- 
pose at all events." We had discovered some chests of 
clothes in the ship, and most of the prisoners had more 
than one suit ; these we instantly set to work to nil 
with straw, and in a short time we had manufactured 
a crew of forty men at least. We rigged out some as 
officers, and put spy-glasses in their hands, and, knock- 
ing out the flints of some of the muskets, we put them 
into the hands of others, and stuck them about the 
ship. We then loaded all the guns and run them out, 
and got ready also all the remainder of the firearms. 

" Had the NautUe stuck by us we might have put a 
very good face on the matter, whatever craft we might 
have fallen in with, had she done as we have," Mr. 
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Randolph could not help observing to me as I stood 
at the helm. 

" It is a pity, sir; but I hope we may still run the 
gauntlet of our enemies and get safe into port," I 
answered ; and earnestly, indeed, did I pray that such 
might be our lot. 

As I drew nearer home, still more intense had be- 
come my anxiety to ascertain the fate of my beloved 
wife. I will not here dwell on the subject. Some- 
times the thought of all she must have suffered on my 
account and on her own became almost insupportable. 
I felt that it was wiser not to dwell on it, and yet I 
could not cast it from me. My only, my great re- 
source was prayer — great and supporting it was. Let 
any one, placed as I was, try it, and they will find that 
I in no way overrate it. Whenever I felt the miser- 
able depressing feeling coming on, I flew instantly to 
that great source of comfort, of all true happiness, and 
it never failed me. However, as I say, T will not 
dwell on that subject now. I may be inclined thus 
to write, but all who read may not be in a proper 
frame of mind to reflect on the matter, and thus I may 
perchance do more harm than good. As I was saying; 
we had been keeping a bright look-out, even before we 
struck soundings, both day and night. If the wind should 
hold fair, in two or three days we might hope to be in 
Plymouth Sound. All hands were talking of home, of 
those they expected to meet, and of the delights of a 
run on shore. The night was very fine, but towards 
morning a thin mist settled down over the sea, and 
though it did not obscure the bright stars which 
glittered overhead, it prevented us from seeing to any 
great distance around. However, we every now and 
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then hove the lead, and we were convinced that we 
were in the fairway up Channel. At length, when 
daylight slowly broke, the mist assumed, a white, 
silvery appearance, the smooth water close alongside 
could clearly be perceived, and the mist was seen as it 
were skirmishing round us, broken away, it seemed, 
by our coming against it, and then it grew thicker and 
thicker, till the eye could no longer penetrate through 
it. We might have been, for what we could tell, in 
the centre of an enemy's fleet. I made the remark to 
Mr. Randolph. 

" Should such be the case, the mist will prove our 
best friend," he answered. " I only wish that it may 
continue till we get abreast of Plymouth ; it may help 
us to run the gauntlet of our enemies." 

We glided steadily and swiftly on for about an hour 
or more after this, with everything set alow and aloft, 
and studden sails rigged out on either side, there being 
a light air from the westward. Suddenly, I felt a puff 
of wind from the northward just fan my left cheek as 
I stood at the helm. Again it came, and I had to keep 
the ship away to prevent her being taken aback. We, 
however, got a pull at the lee braces, and again kept 
her on her course without taking in the studden sails ; 
again the wind came from the nor'ard of west, and 
most reluctantly we had to take in all our studden 
sails, one after the other, and to brace the yards up on 
the larboard tack. Scarcely had we done so when the 
breeze increased still more. I was looking to lee- 
ward trying to pierce the mist, when, as if by magic, 
a wide rent was made in it. Upward it lifted, rolling 
away rapidly on either side and revealing in the space 
thus made clear, a long, low craft floating in the water, 
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without a stitch of canvas set on her short stumps of 
masts. I pointed her out to Mr. Randolph. 

" I am afraid that she is mischievous, sir," said I. 
" There's a wicked look about her which does not at 
all please me. She is more like a French privateer 
than any other craft I know of." 

" She is not a big one, at all events/' he answered. 
M We ought to be able to tackle her, and our dummies 
may do us good service by keeping her at a respectful 
distance. However, she may be a Jersey or a Guern- 
sey man, they have many lugger privateers. What do 
you think, Andrews V 

" She may be a Jersey man, but, to my mind, that 
craft was built and fitted out in France, whoever now 
owns her," answered Andrews. Weatherhelm ought 
to know, he has served aboard some of them." 

" I am afraid she is French, sir," said I, after I had 
taken a steady look at her. " And whatever she is, 
there is up sail and after us. If the fellow has a quickish 
.pair of heels he'll very soon cut us off." 

While I was speaking, the square-headed sails of the 
lugger were run up on her short, stumpy masts. 
Above them quickly appeared their topsails, almost as 
big as the lower sails, and away she came bowling 
after us, at a rate which gave us not the slightest hope 
of escape, if she should prove an enemy, unless some 
bigger friend might appear to assist us. Now we 
more than ever felt the desertion of the NautUe. Had 
she remained with us, we two together might have 
been able to give a very good account of so small an 
enemy. Indeed, we should probably not have been 
attacked. Our only resource was, however, to put as 
bold a face on the matter as we could. The French- 
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men had not yet come on deck, so Mr. Randolph 
ordered them to be kept down below that they might 
not make any signs to the enemy. He took the 
helm, and ordered ns to stand to our guns. Each of 
ns had a musket by our sides, and he ordered us first 
to let fly a volley, and then, without a moment's delay, 
to fire a broadside. We hoped thus to prevent the enemy 
from discovering the smallness of our numbers, and we 
trusted that we might by chance knock away some of 
his spars and prevent him from following us. I could 
not help admiring the gallant way in which the little 
craft dashed on towards us. It looked as if we might 
have run over her, and sent her to the bottom with- 
out the slightest difficulty. 

" Be ready, my men," shouted Mr. Randolph, as she 
got within musket-shot of us. Leaving the helm, he 
sprang on the taffrail, and, cap in hand, waved the lugger 
off, pointing to his guns as if he was about to fire. 

We had meantime hoisted the English ensign to our 
peak.* The lugger paid not the slightest heed to his 
signals, but stood on edging up to us. Again he 
waved. A musket-ball came whizzing by and very 
nearly knocked him over. Had it been sent from a 
rifle his moments would have been numbered. I never 
saw a cooler or braver young man. 

" Give it them, then, my lads, and with a will," he 
shouted. " They think, perhaps, we are not in earnest.*' 

We each of us took steady aim, and, as the men were 
exposed on the decks, we believed that we had knocked 
several of them over. Some of us had a couple of 
muskets, and as we fired one after the other as rapidly 
as we could, we hoped that we had given the enemy a 
respectful idea of our numbers. Mr. Randolph had 
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three muskets, and as soon as he had fired them he 
began to reload, tending the wheel at the same time. 
" Now give them a taste of the big guns," he shouted 
out. With a shout we let fly our whole broadside, but 
the way in which of necessity we run the guns in again 
to reload might have betrayed us. We had hoped that 
after the hot reception we had given the lugger she 
would have sheered off, but not a bit of it. On she 
came as boldly as at first, and before we had time to 
run one of our guns out again she had come alongside, 
and hove her grappling-irons aboard us. To hope to 
defend ourselves was useless, so retreating aft we rallied 
round Mr. Randolph, while we allowed the enemy, who 
swarmed in numbers up the side, to expend their rage on 
our dummies. They seemed highly amused at our trick, 
for loud shouts of laughter broke from them when they 
discovered the enemy to whom they had been opposed. 
As we made no further resistance, they did not attempt 
to injure us. Their officer came aft and put out his 
hand to Mr. Randolph. 

" You are a brave young man," said he, in very fair 
English. "You have defended your. ship nobly, and 
had I not before perfectly known the number of people 
you had on board, and your means of defence, you 
would have deceived me and I should have sheered 

off." 

Mr. Randolph took the hand offered to him, and 
thanking the captain of the French privateer (for such 
he was) for the good opinion he entertained of him, in- 
quired how he came to know anything about us. 

" I took your consort, the NautUe, three days ago, 
and have ever since been on the look-out for you," was 
the answer. u They told me on board when to expect 
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you, and how many you were in crew. When, there- 
fore, I saw the figures you had dressed up, I watched 
them narrowly, and seeing that they did not move, 
suspected a trick. But what have you done with my 
countrymen ? You have several as prisoners." 

Mr. Randolph assured him that they were safe, and 
that we had shut them up that they might be out of 
harm's way, and might not interfere with us in the 
defence of the ship. Altogether, the French captain 
was so delighted with his success in capturing us and 
the rich prizes he had obtained (for we found that he 
had already taken several other vessels besides the 
NaviUe), that he promised we might depend upon being 
treated with every courtesy. He then went below and 
released the other Frenchmen, who were so overjoyed 
at their escape from the English prison in which they 
expected in a few days to be lodged, that they rushed 
into the arms of their countrymen, and such a series of 
hugging, and kissing, and shouting, and jabbering I 
never before beheld. We could not tell what they 
might say of us, and we were afraid that the tide which 
had been in our favour might turn, but they apparently 
gave a fair report of the way we had treated them, and 
our captors were as friendly as before. No longer time 
than was necessary was lost. We Englishmen were 
transferred to the lugger, and a few more Frenchmen 
were sent on board the ship, and together we stood away 
before the wind for St. Malo, on the French coast. 
I need not say that, independently of having to go to a 
French prison, how wretched I was at finding in a 
moment all the hopes I had entertained of once more 
returning home completely blasted. I could have sat 
down and wept bitterly, but tears would not come to 
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my eyes. I thought my heart would indeed break. 
Mr. Randolph had been invited into the captain's 
cabin, and was treated with every courtesy. Some of 
the men had gone forward, but I felt no inclination to 
leave the deck. I sat down on a gun-carriage, turning 
my eyes in the direction of the shore on which I had 
hoped so soon to land, and which now I might not 
visit for many a day. I cannot picture my wretched- 
ness. I only hope that none of my readers may feel 
the same. I rested my head upon my hands in a vain 
endeavour to drive away thought. It was truly a dark 
moment of my existence. I felt even as if I could not 
pray. I had sat thus for some time, when I felt a 
hand pressed on my shoulder. 

" Willand, is it you ? you, indeed, lad f* said a voice, 
in a kindly tone which I felt I ought to know. 

I looked up. Before me stood a fine, sailor-like 
looking fellow. I scanned his countenance narrowly, 
and then springing to my feet put out my hand. " La 
Motte, my dear fellow, it is you yourself I am sure of 
it !" I exclaimed. " Where did you come from ? How 
did you find yourself on board here T 

" I have been to, and come from, all parts of the 
world since we parted, and I'll tell you all about that 
another time," he answered. " And as to being on 
board here, I am a prisoner like yourself! The craft I 
belonged to, of which I was first mate, was captured two 
days ago and sent into St. Malo. I have no greater 
reason to be happy than you have. However, the 
Frenchmen treat us very civilly on board, and that is 
a satisfaction; we might have been much worse off!" 

We might indeed, for very often the French pri- 
vateers treated their prisoners with great cruelty, 
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robbing tbem of their money and clothes, and half 
starving them. They were then sent on shore and 
thrust into some wretched, dirty prison, where they 
were allowed to linger out their days till the end of 
the war. Such we had expected to be our fate. The 
Frenchmen believed that the English did not treat 
their prisoners any better. They had a story written 
by one of their countrymen, a French officer, who had 
broken his parole and got back to France, to the effect 
that French prisoners were fed in England on horse- 
flesh and beans. He declared that on one occasion the 
inspecting officer of prisons rode into a court-yard of 
a prison, where he left his horse, and that as soon as 
he had disappeared, the famished prisoners set u\)on it, 
and tearing the horse to pieces devoured it and the 
saddle also ; and that when the officer got back, he 
found only the stirrup-irons and the bit in the horse's 
mouth. 

Whatever we may think of the digestibility of the 
morsels carried off by the hungry prisoners, the tale 
seems to have been eagerly swallowed by the country- 
men of the narrator. La Motte endeavoured to cheer 
me up, by talking of old times and of our adventures 
in the Mediterranean and elsewhere. Indeed, I felt 
his presence a very great comfort. He was of a most 
cheerful, happy disposition, and allowed nothing to put 
him out. " I was on my way home from the West Indies 
in a fine brig, the Ann, and I had a little venture on 
board of my own, with which I hoped to make a good 
addition to my fortune, and, perhaps, before long, to 
settle down and marry. Well, it's all gone; but what's 
the use of sighing % What has happened to me has 
happened to a thousand other better men much less 
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able to bear it. So I say to myself, ' Better luck next 
time/ I never can abide those people who sigh, and 
moan, and groan if any mishap overtakes them, as if 
they were the only unfortunate people in the world. 
To everybody they meet they tell their woes, as if 
nothing else was of so much consequence. You are 
not one of those, Weatherhelm, I know, nor am I. 
Everything comes right in the mill at last, if we will 
but wait patiently till the mill turns round." La 
Motte rattled on in this way till he talked nie into 
better spirits again. At all events, he prevented me 
from dwelling on my misfortunes. " Now, in reality, 
we ought to consider ourselves very fortunate," he con- 
tinued. " We might have been captured by a set of 
ruffianly fellows, who would have robbed us and ill- 
treated us in every way. Instead of that, the crew are 
the best sort of privateer s men I ever fell in with. The 
captain and first mate are very good, kind-hearted men. 
They have both of them been made prisoners them- 
selves, and have spent a year or more in England. They 
tell me that they love the English, for that they were 
treated with the greatest kindness all the time they were 
in England, and that they wish to repay that kindness, 
though I must say they take an odd way to show their 
love by fitting out a vessel to go and rob them on the 
high seas ; but I suppose that is their profession, and 
they cannot help it." 

While La Motte was speaking, a fine looking man 
came up, and, taking him by the arm, addressed him 
as his bon ami, and told him that dinner was ready. 
La Motte thanked him, and then told him that I was 
an old shipmate, and hoped that he would extend the 
same kindness to me that he had done to him. My 
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new friend was, I found, the mate of the privateer. 
He said, certainly, and begged that I would at once 
come down and join them at dinner. At first I was 
inclined to refuse, as I thought Mr. Randolph would 
consider me presuming if I was to go and sit down at 
table with him ; but La Motte, finding that he was a 
sensible, good-natured young officer, undertook to ex- 
plain matters to him. "We found Mr. Randolph and 
the captain already seated at the table. La Motte, in 
a few words, explained that I was an old friend and 
shipmate of his, and that if I was not, I ought to be an 
officer, and hoped that he would not be offended. Mr. 
Randolph laughed, and said, certainly not, and I soon 
felt at my ease. The Frenchmen were in high glee at 
the number of prizes they had taken, and, as they had 
a fair wind, they fully expected in a couple of days, at 
furthest, to be safe within the harbour of St. Malo. 
I knew from sad experience that there is many a slip 
between the cup and the lip, and I hoped that we 
might yet, before we reached the looked-for harbour, 
fall in with a man-of-war or a bigger privateer and be 
recaptured ; of course I did not give expression to my 
wishes, but on such a chance did ray only hope rest of 
reaching home. After dinner I went on deck again, 
and continued pacing up and down, anxiously scanning 
the horizon in the hopes of discovering some sail coming 
in pursuit of us. Though I was aware that my pre- 
sence on deck could not in any way bring about this 
result, still I could not tear myself away again till 
night closed down upon us. La Motte then insisted 
on my coming below. "I told the Frenchmen some- 
thing of your story," said he ; " if I had not done so, 
they would have thought you discourteous, and your 
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conduct somewhat strange. However, they now enter 
into your feelings and pity you heartily." 

"I am indeed obliged to you, La Motte," said L 
" But somehow or other I do not like to have myself 
talked about. My feelings appear to me to be too 
sacred to be mentioned except to a friend." 

"That is very natural and right/' he answered. 
" But, believe me, Weatherhelm, I did what was for 
the best, and I am certain you will benefit by it" 

At last I turned in for the night, and wearied out 
with anxiety, fell asleep. I was conscious that I was 
on board the privateer, but I dreamed that we were 
chased and overtaken by a ship of war, and that just 
as her boat was boarding us we blew up. Then I 
found myself, with many of ray companions, floating 
about in the water, without any ship in sight or meajis 
of escape. At length I awoke, and the recollection of 
all that had occurred came pressing down on my heart 
like a heavy weight. Feeling that the cold fresh air 
might revive me I dressed and went on deck. It was 
bitterly cold, with a sharp northerly breeze blowing, 
the sky was of one uniform grey, while the water, 
which rose and fell without breaking, was of a dull 
leaden hue. No prospect could have been more 
cheerless and uninviting. The Mauche, under all sail, 
was bowling on ahead. I suspected that the French 
crew would have no little difficulty in keeping her 
afloat while the lugger was acting the part of a whipper- 
in. I cast my eyes round the horizon. Away to the 
eastward they encountered a sail just rising above the 
water. I watched her for some time, till I was con- 
vinced that she was a large ship and standing towards 
us. At length she attracted the attention of the 
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second mate, who was the officer of the watch. He 
began to eye her somewhat anxiously, and in a short 
time he sent down and called up the first mate. They 
looked at their own sails, and then at the stranger, and 
then at the Mouche, as if consulting what was to be 
done, and then finally called up the captain. They 
evidently could not at all satisfy themselves as to 
the character of the approaching ship. I anxiously 
scanned their countenances ; as I observed them fall- 
ing, so my own hopes rose, that the sail in sight might 
prove an English ship of war. I tried in vain to con- 
ceal my own anxiety by walking up and down the 
deck, as I had done the day before. The French 
officers seemed at length to have decided on some 
plan which satisfied them. The ship had already made 
all the sail she could carry; she had royals set and 
studden sails out on either side, while the lugger 
followed, under her ordinary canvas, in her wake. 
While I was walking up and down, the first mate 
joined me. . 

" Ah, my friend !" said he, in very good English, 
" you hope the vessel in sight is a countryman. That 
is very natural We hope that if she is, we shall 
escape her. We intend to do our best to get away, 
be assured of that. If, however, we are taken, you 
will remember that all Frenchmen are not savages, and 
that we were kind to you when you were our 
prisoners." 

" Indeed we all shall," I replied. " I hope, indeed, 
whenever Frenchmen fall into the hands of the Eng- 
lish that my countrymen will always treat them with 
kindness and consideration." 

" That is good ; that is the right thing," said the 

x 
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mate. " If go to war we must, we need not make it 
more barbarous than it must be of necessity." 

I was surprised to find these expressions proceeding 
from the mouth of a privateer's -man. However, I be- 
lieve that there were not many people of his class like 
him. I certainly hoped that I might have an opportunity 
of showing him that I meant what X said, and that we 
should very soon again change our relative positions. 
Mr. Randolph, and La Motte, and the rest of the 
English prisoners, soon afterwards came on deck, and 
eagerly watched with me the progress of the stranger. 
There seemed to us very little doubt that she would 
cut us off before we could possibly reach St. Malo. 
As the day drew on, however, the weather gave 
signs of changing. The wind which had been blow- 
ing steadily from the northward, chopped round to 
the north-west, and then to the westward, growing 
stronger and stronger, and very quickly kicking up an 
ugly sea, while thick rain began to fall, increasing 
every instant in density. We Englishmen looked at 
each other, and as the rain fell thicker, so did our 
countenances fall lower and lower. The change of 
wind placed the lugger and her prize to windward, and 
the stranger far away to leeward, the thick rain almost 
shutting her out from sight. The Frenchmen rubbed 
their hands, and blessed the wind and the rain, and 
commiserated us on our prospects of being carried to 
France. All we could hope was, that it would clear 
up again before the evening, and that the wind would 
shift back into its old quarter. We waited in vain for 
the change. Hour after hour passed by. The wind 
blew great guns and small arms, and the rain came down 
in thick dense masses of small drops, which completely 
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shut out the stranger from our sight. I thought that 
probably the Frenchmen would alter their course, but 
we stood steadily on, only keeping up a little to be 
well to windward of our port, in case the wind should 
ree* round more to the north-west. Evening at 
length came. It grew darker and darker ; and with 
heavy hearts we prisoners had to abandon all hopes of 
fescue. 

The night passed away, while it was blowing and 
raining all the time till near the morning. As soon 
as it was daylight I hurried on deck. The horizon 
was clear. With what eagerness I looked around ; not 
a sail was in sight The English ship, if such she was, 
finding herself so far to leeward, had probably aban- 
doned all hope of overtaking us. At length the coast 
of France hove in sight. We looked at it as likely to 
prove our home for many a weary day. It was past 
noon when we anchored in the harbour of St. Malo, 
and I could not be surprised at the exultation of the 
Frenchmen, when they found themselves surrounded 
by no less than five prizes, which they had taken in 
the course of two or three weeks. Their friends in 
numbers came off to welcome them, and brought all 
sorts of wines and spirits, and provisions from the 
shore, far more indeed than the crew could by possi- 
bility consume. The wine and spirits, however, seemed 
to be most welcome, and the crew having an abun- 
dance of wherewithal to carouse, sat down to make 
themselves happy. Never have I heard a set of human 
beings jabber away at the rate they did ; they laughed, 
and sang, and pledged each other without cessation. 
La Motte, who was listening to them, told me that 
they were boasting of all the deeds they had done, or 

x2 
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would do, or had heard of being done, till they were 
satisfied that their nation was not only the greatest, 
the richest, the wisest, the most happy in the world, 
but that none ever had or would come up to them. 
Just before dark, the captain took Mr. Randolph on 
shore; but he observed that he could not take us 
there, and that we must wait on board till the follow- 
ing morning. The first mate came up to La Motte 
and me, and observed that he should have to go on 
shore likewise. " If jou go, remember that you will 
have to be shut up in a prison, and that you will not 
find very pleasant," he remarked, significantly. He 
looked aft as he spoke, when we observed hanging on 
at the stern one of the boats belonging to the prize. 
" Wise men know how to take a hint. All I can say 
is, that I feel most kindly disposed towards you, and 
if you land in France, I will do my best to ameliorate 
your condition, but that will be but little, remember." 
We thanked him cordially for his kindness, and then he 
called the only two sober men of the crew, and ordered 
them to pull him on shore in another boat. Of course 
there was not the slightest doubt as to what he meant. 
The means of escape were offered us. The only ques- 
tion remaining was how to make use of them. The 
boat hanging on astern was about 25 feet long. I had 
often examined her on board the Mouche. She was 
in good condition, and not a bad sea-boat, I judged 
from her appearance. Her sails and oars were in her, 
and I had little doubt that our good friend the mate 
had had them put into her on purpose to aid us. 
Thus far, all was well, but we had many difficulties 
still to contend with. Our next care was to ascertain 
who would accompany us in our adventure. There 
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were altogether fifteen prisoners remaining on board 
besides ourselves. Andrews I knew that I could de- 
pend on, and so I could on Jones. They both eagerly 
jumped at our proposal, and expressed themselves 
ready to run all risks for the sake of reaching England. 
Their only regret was, that Mr. Randolph was not 
on board to accompany us. We concluded that the 
captain had been compelled to take him on shore, as 
English officers were always looked on as great prizes 
by the French, and he might have got into trouble 
had he escaped. We went quietly round among all 
the prisoners, and invited them one by one to join us, 
with the exception of three or four, who had accepted 
the invitations of the Frenchmen to drink with them, 
and had now as little sense remaining in their heads as 
their hosts. When La Motte and I went up to them to 
see what could be done, they could only exclaim, hold- 
ing up their glasses, " Come here, old fellows. The 
Frenchmen's liquor is good, and they are jolly cocks, 
and we never wish for better companions. Come now, 
take a glass, you'll not taste finer anywhere." When 
we declined joining them, they jeered and laughed at 
us, and called us milk-sops, so that we soon saw that 
they would in all probability betray us, if we attempted 
to induce them to join us. Two men, who were sober, 
declined, saying, that they would rather go to a French 
prison, than trust themselves in a small open boat in 
mid- winter in the Channel. As they were somewhat 
sickly, perhaps they were right in their decision. 
They promised, however, to help us as far as they were 
able, and vowed that they would rather die than 
betray us. 

The carouse of the Frenchmen continued. First, 
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they made long speeches about liberty, equality, and 
fraternity! and then they sang till they were hoarse, 
and then they began hugging each other and shrieking, 
and lastly, they got up and danced and skipped and 
frisked about, till they tripped up their heels and 
toppled down on deck, and lay sprawling about un- 
able to move. Now and then one tried to rise, but 
all he could do was to reach a bottle, and to pour a 
little more liquor down his throat, which soon finished 
him off completely, and he, like the rest, lay utterly 
senseless and inanimate. It was now night, and tune 
to make our preparations. The privateer s-men's friends 
had brought on board a large supply of provisions. 
These we set to work to collect, and we calculated that 
we should have enough to last us for several days. 
But without water we could not venture to sea. There 
was none on deck, so we had to grope about below to 
find it Great indeed was our satisfaction, therefore, 
when we suddenly came upon two breakers, each hold- 
ing nine or ten gallons, and full of water* We soon 
had them up on deck, and rolled them to the aide, 
ready to be lowered into the boat. We now hauled 
her up alongside, and got everything we had collected 
stowed away in her. " But we mupt not go without 
a compass," said La Motte, " I remember seeing one in 
the captain's cabin. I am sure that he would let us 
have it. Perhaps he has left it out on purpose." Such 
we had every reason to believe was the case, for in a 
minute La Motte returned bringing a well-fitted boat 
compass, which was just suited for our purpose. We 
also got hold of a lantern and a quantity of candles, 
and we threw as many greatcoats and blankets into 
,the boat as we could collect, for it was bitterly cold, 
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and we bad reason to dread its effects more than any- 
thing else. We should have started at once, but La 
Motte told us that he had overheard some of the 
Frenchmen talking of a guard-boat which came round 
the harbour once, at all events, during the night, some- 
where about ten o'clock, and that it would be wiser in 
us to wait till she had gone by. Accordingly we 
veered bur boat astern, and agreed to wait till then. 
We all went below and lay down, hoping to get a 
little sleep and rest before it was time to start. La 
Motte volunteered to remain on deck till the guard- 
boat came round, and as he spoke French like a French-* 
man, he said that he should lead the officers to sup- 
pose that all the prisoners had gone on shore, and that 
might prevent them from keeping any strict watch on 
the lugger. He told me also that he was very anxious 
on another account. He had observed a fort which 
we should have to pass close by on our starboard-hand 
on going out. The sentry was certain to hail us, and 
unless we could give the password and countersign, 
he would, as in duty bound, fire at us, and then give 
notice of our escape. In all probability, boats would 
be sent in pursuit of us, and we should be recaptured. 
This suggestion came like a blow, sufficient to upset 
all our hopes of escaping. 

"Well,'' observed La Motte, "there is only one 
thing to be done. I must find out the watchword and 
countersign. There is some risk, but it must be run." 

There was a small boat, a dinghy, belonging to the 
lugger, which was sometimes carried aft, but she was 
now placed inside the longboat on deck. She was so 
light that two men could easily lift her. La Motte 
said he must have her in the water, and that he would 
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go on shore and steal up to where any sentinels were 
stationed, and that he would listen when the patrols 
came round to relieve them. He should thus be cer- 
tain to obtain the information he required. Dangerous 
as I thought the adventure, of course I would not 
hinder him from going, as, could I have spoken French, 
I would have gone mysel£ Accordingly I helped him 
to get the dinghy into the water, which we did with- 
out any noise. 

" Now, Weatherhelm, my dear fellow," said he, "go 
and lie down and wait patiently till I come back ; a 
little sleep will do you good — you want it." 

" I thanked him cordially, and wrung his hand as he 
stepped into the punt, for my heart misgave me that I 
should never see him again. As to going to sleep, that 
was I felt out of the question ; I could scarcely bring 
myself to lie down. I watched the little boat with 
intense anxiety as he pulled away towards the shore. 
I felt much for him, but I must confess that for my 
own sake I was still more anxious for his success. I 
was indeed enduring a bitter trial. May none of those 
who read my history have to go through the same. The 
thought of being a second time disappointed in my hopes 
of returning home, and of learning the fate of my be- 
loved wife, was more than I could bear. My movements 
showed the agitation of my mind. Sometimes I sat 
down on a gun ; then I rose and walked the deck ; 
then I went below and threw myself on a locker in the 
cabin ; but I was quickly on deck again looking out 
for La Motte. Then I recollected that he was not at 
all likely to return so soon, so I once more went below 
to try and warm my chilled limbs. Another fear 
•assailed me. I was afraid that if we delayed, some of 
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the drunken Frenchmen might recover from their 
stupor and find out our project. All of a sudden 
another idea occurred to me, — if we got the watch- 
word, could we not carry the lugger and all her sense- 
less crew away together ? We might handcuff them 
all without the slightest difficulty. I own that for the 
moment I forgot how ungrateful such an act would be 
to her captain and mate, who had treated us so kindly. 
While I was thinking on the subject, Andrews woke 
up and looked about him. 

"Is it time yet for us to be off 1" he asked, in a 
whisper. 

" No, not yet. But I say, Andrews, are you ready 
to carry a bold project into execution ?" I asked, in a 
low voice. I then told him what I had thought of. 
He jumped at the idea. 

" With all my heart !" he answered. " Nothing 1 
should like better. I hate these Frenchmen, and as 
for the drunken rascals on board, we can soon settle 
them ; if they are likely to be troublesome, as soon 
as we get clear of the harbour, we may heave them all 
overboard." 

" What are you thinking about T I exclaimed, hor- 
rified at the cold-blooded way in which he spoke of 
murdering so many of our fellow-creatures. Suddenly, 
the proposal I had made burst on me in its true light 
Of what black ingratitude should we have been guilty 
in depriving the men who had trusted us, of their pro- 
perty ; and then, had we followed the suggestion offered 
by Andrews, of destroying in cold blood a number of 
our fellow-men, who at all events had committed no 
crime against us. " No, Andrews, no !" I answered, 
after a little reflection; "I would rather remain a 
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prisoner than run away with the lugger, even if we 
could accomplish the undertaking ; much less would I 
injure any of the poor fellows remaining on board. 
Just consider what should we say if a set of French- 
men treated us in that way ?" 

"Anything is lawful in war," he answered, not 
agreeing with my notion. " The Frenchmen should 
have kept a better look-out after us." 

" You forget that the captain and mate left us in- 
tentionally with the means of escape at our disposal, 
and which they clearly pointed out to us. I am sorry 
that I even thought of carrying off the lugger, and 
much more that I mentioned it to you." 

At length I brought Andrews round to see the pro- 
posal in the light I did, and he promised not to men* 
tion it to any one else. Thus conversing, the time 
passed by much more rapidly than it had done, when 
I was left to my own thoughts. I felt sure it must be 
getting late. I looked at my watch ; it was nearly 
ten o'clock, the hour at which La Motte had told me 
the guard-boat made her rounds. I became very anxi- 
ous about him ; I felt almost sure that he must have 
been seized, and if so he ran a great risk of being con- 
sidered a spy; in which case he would have been 
immediately shot. Still we could do nothing ; we must 
sit still and wait. There is no greater trial for men 
than this. If we had had any work to do, we could 
have borne it much better. It wanted but ten minutes 
to ten. 

" Some accident must have befallen your old ship- 
mate," said Andrews ; " if he does not come back, we 
must make the attempt without him. I marked well 
the entrance of the harbour. If we muffle our oars, 
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and keep close under the port, we may slip out without 
being observed. Are you inclined to make the attempt V 9 

tt Certainly," I answered ; " I would run any risk to 
be free. *Ah 1 what is that 1 I saw something moving 
on the water. It is the guard-boat coming. What 
shall we reply V 9 

" We had better slip down below and let them hail 
us till they are hoarse," replied Andrew. " But, no ; 
that is not the guard-boat ; it is the dinghy." 

In another instant La Motte was alongside. He 
sprang on board. " I have it !" he exclaimed ; " but I 
have had a sharp run for it, and was very nearly taken. 
Even now I am not certain that I am not pursued. I 
have been thinking of an explanation to give for being 
on shore, if I am found out. I must pass for a French- 
man belonging to the lugger. Do you two go helow, 
and pretend to be drunk, or asleep, like the rest. There 
will be no fear then. I will call you as soon as the 
guard-boat has. gone away. We must all then be ready 
to start in a moment." 

Andrews and I immediately followed La Motte's 
directions, and going below threw ourselves on the 
lockers. I heard La Motte's measured tread overhead, 
as if he was walking the deck as officer of the watch. 
I listened for every sound. Presently I heard him 
reply in a clear, sharp voice, apparently to a hail given 
from a boat at a little distance. There could be no doubt 
that it was the guard-boat. The answer satisfied the 
officers. Another minute elapsed and La Motte sprang 
down below. " It is all right, Weatherhelin," he whis*- 
pered. " The guard-boat is away, and now is our time 
to be off. Call up the other men." 

It was quickly done, and all those who had resolved 
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to venture on the undertaking, were speedily on deck. 
We hauled up the boat, and silently took our seats on 
the thwarts. I pulled the after oar ; La Motte steered 
and acted as captain ; indeed, had it not been for him 
we could not have made the attempt. It was a 
hazardous affair, for we might have to encounter 
another guard-boat, and we had to pass among a 
number of vessels on our way to the mouth of the 
harbour. 

« " If we are seen, I hope that we may be mistaken 
for the guard-boat," said La Motte, as we were pre- 
paring to shove off. "Now, my lads, shove off, and 
try and row as much like Frenchmen as you can." The 
advice was not unnecessary, for the steady, measured 
pull of English men-of-war's-men would have inevitably 
betrayed us. The night was dark, but not sufficiently 
so to prevent us from distinguishing the outline of the 
harbour. Away we pulled, rapidly but with irregular 
strokes. We had to pass close to several privateers, 
but their crews were either on shore or drunk, and no 
notice was taken of us. More than once it occurred 
to me, that although we should not have wished to 
run off with the vessel of the people who had treated 
us so well, yet that we might be able successfully to 
cut out one of the other craft brought up nearer the 
mouth of the harbour ; but I reflected that the experi- 
ment would be too hazardous. Should we fail, we 
should in all probability lose our lives ; as it was, we 
might well be contented with the advantages we pos- 
sessed. We had a good boat, though she was small, 
an ample supply of provisions, fine weather, and a fair 
wind from the southward. We were about halfway 
down the harbour, when the sound of oars reached our 
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ears. A large ship was near us ; we paddled softly in 
and lay close alongside under the shelter of her dark 
shadow. Not a sound was heard aboard her ; every 
one was asleep. The noise of oars drew near; I 
trembled, lest some of her crew might be returning on 
board, and if they discovered us, all would be lost 
We all listened, breathlessly ; the sound of the oars 
passed by ; it was the guard-boat continuing her 
rounds. Had we continued pulling a minute longer, 
we should have been discovered. I looked up as we 
lay on our oars ; the sky was clear, the stars were 
twinkling brightly overhead ; there seemed every pro- 
bability of the fine weather continuing. In a couple 
of days at most we might hope once more to tread our 
native shores, and be free to go where we might wish. 
I need scarcely repeat all the anxious thoughts which 
crowded on my mind; the joy, the happiness un- 
speakable I anticipated. I would not, I dared not, 
dwell on the reverse. The sound of the oars was lost 
in the distance. La Motte gave a sign to us to shove 
off, and letting our oars glide into the water, we again 
continued our course. Our hearts beat quick as we 
approached the fort. The sharp tones of the sentry's 
challenge rung on our ears as he saw us passing. 
" Napoleon !" answered La Motte, promptly ; another 
question was asked. " Victoire P he replied. " We are 
ordered out by the captain of the port with a despatch 
to a vessel in the offing, I know no more." 

" C'est bien !" you may pass, said an officer, whom 
the sentry's voice had summoned from the guard-room. 
We pulled on as before ; away we glided ; now we 
hoisted our saiL Gradually the fort was concealed by 
the darkness from our sight. We were free. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Happy prospect of reaching England — Weather changes — Heavy 
gale — Expect to be lost — Days and nights of suffering — Our 
greatest comfort — A ship in sight — Disappointed again — Another 
ship appears — Our hopes and fears — A snow-storm — G-efc on 
board an emigrant ship — Carried far away from home — Death 
of shipmates. 

Once clear of the harbour, without any sail in sight, 
we all gladly loosened our tongues. In spite of the 
cold of a winter's night, our spirits rose, and all hands 
laughed and chatted, and talked of what they would do 
when they got on shore. We had no necessity to look at 
our compass, for the stars enabled us to steer a course 
for the northward. With the wind as it was we 
thought that we should probably make the land some- 
where about the Dorsetshire coast, should we not in 
the meantime fall in with any homeward-bound ship. 
From the position of St. Malo, on the coast of France, 
for down in the deep bay or bight, in which is found 
the islands of Jersey and Guernsey, it will be seen that 
we had a long voyage before us to perform in an open 
boat of so small a size and in the middle of winter. 
However, not one of us thought about that. By daylight 
we had made such progress, that we were completely 
out of sight of land. A difference of opinion now 
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arose among us. La Motte very naturally wished to 
put into Guernsey. It was his own country ; he knew 
it well, and he undertook to pilot us in there. Most 
of the men were anxious to stand on, as the breeze was 
fair, at once for the coast, of England. 

u Now, mates," said he, "just listen to what I have 
to say. If the wind continues fair, and we do not fall 
in with an enemy's cruiser, all well and good, we may 
hit some harbour, or we may beach the boat with 
safety, and get on shore ; but now just look at the 
other side of the question. We may be picked up by 
an enemy, and as we are in a French boat with the 
name of her port on her stern, we shall be sent back 
from whence we have come, and be much worse off 
than if we had remained quiet aboard the lugger. 
That's one thing which may occur ; or the wind may 
change, and a gale spring up, and instead of making 
the English coast in a couple or three days, as you 
expect, we may be swamped, or be knocked about for 
a week or ten days, and perhaps after all be driven back 
on to the coast of France. Now, what I say is this 1 
Here is Guernsey on our starboard bow. We may be 
there by to-morrow morning at farthest I've friends 
who'll treat you kindly. You'd have time to look 
about you, and you'll have no fear of being pressed, 
whereas, if you land in England after all, before you 
get to your homes, you may find yourselves in the 
hands of a pressgang, and once more aboard a man- 
of-war." 

I thought that, there was so much reason in what 
La Motte urged, that, anxious as I was to be in England, 
I could not help siding with him. All the rest of the 
men were, however, dead against us. They had talked 
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so much of the delights of being on shore, that, in spite 
of all risks, they were unwilling that any delay should 
occur. 

"No, no; hurrah for old England!" they cried. 
" As long as the breeze holds, let us stand on. We are 
not likely to fall in with an enemy. If we see a 
stranger which looks suspicious, we'll douse sail, and 
let her pass by. The weather, too, looks fine. Why 
think of evils which may never occur V 9 

Perhaps La Motte and I did not resist as much as 
we might have done. At all events, we yielded to the 
wishes of the rest, and stood on. The day passed away 
pleasantly enough. The sun came out and shone 
brightly, and for the time of the year it was tolerably 
warm, so that all hands kept their spirits up, and, con- 
gratulating ourselves on our good fortune, we did not 
think of coming disaster. As is usual on such occa- 
sions, we soon got to telling the various adventures we 
had met with in our past lives. I have not here time 
to describe them, but I remember one remarkable thing 
was, that nearly all had been wrecked just as often as I 
had. Instead of looking at sueh disasters as punishments, 
they all agreed that they ought to consider themselves 
very fortunate in escaping, instead of losing their lives 
as had so many of their shipmates. I could not help 
thinking the same thing, and I now began to be more 
convinced than ever that I was mistaken in my youth- 
ful idea that a curse hung over me. When I came to 
consider the matter, I perceived that I had brought on 
myself nearly all the misfortunes which had happened 
to me, or they could be very clearly traced to ordinary- 
causes, which had affected in most instances others as 
well as myscl£ I talked the subject over with La 
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Motte, who was a right-thinking man and not without 
some wit. 

" I perfectly agree with you, Weatherhelm," said he. 
" It is, in my opinion, far better to be wrecked a dozen 
times than drowned once, especially if you escape the 
twelfth time, and live happy ever afterwards. I hope 
sincerely that your disasters will have come to an end. 
You seem to have suffered a good many since we 
parted." 

" I have enjoyed some very great blessings, too," I an- 
swered. " I am sure I ought not to complain." 

" That is just the sentiment I like to hear," he ob- 
served. " People think that they are to have all the 
plums and suet, and none of the hard dough, which 
makes up the pudding of life. We ought to be con- 
tented to take the two together — the sweets and the 
bitters, the rough and the smooth. That is what I 
have done, and I have saved myself a great deal of 
disappointment by not expecting more than I waa 
likely to get" 

I have often thought since of La Motte's practical 
philosophy. 

We had every one of us soon need of all the courage 
and resignation we possessed. The wind, which had 
been steady all the day, began towards the afternoon 
to chop about. First it flew round to the north-east, 
and blew pretty hard, and we none of us liked the 
look of the weather. Still we hoped that it might not 
grow worse. We took a reef in the mainsail, and 
brought the boat close up to the wind. Before long, 
however, it came on to blow still harder, and the sea 
got up very much, and the spray came flying over us, 
and now and then a sea broke on board, and we had 

Y 
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to keep a couple of hands baling to prevent the boat 
from filling. Night was coming on : we close-reefed 
the mainsail, and took a reef in the foresail, and con- 
tinued our course close hauled. By degrees the wind 
shifted round to the north-north-east, and though close- 
hauled as we lay, we were fully four points off our 
course, and if it held on that way, there seemed a 
chance even if we should fetch the coast of Cornwall. 
Night was coming on, but there was no improvement 
in the weather. We took a cheerless supper, for our 
spirits had sunk very low. We sat still in our places 
without speaking. The rain came down on us and 
wetted us through and chilled us to the bones, and the 
weather grew thicker and thicker. Sometimes we could 
scarcely see a yard ahead, and we ran a great risk of 
being run down by a vessel or of running into one. 
Still we could do nothing further to help ourselves. 
Away we flew into the pitchy darkness, the seas hissing 
and roaring around us, the boat tumbling and tossing 
about, now in the trough of a sea, now on the summit, 
surrounded by dense masses of foam, which seemed at 
times completely to wrap us up — the wind howling, 
and the rain coming down in torrents, sufficient of 
itself to swamp the boat. Either La Motte or Andrews 
or I kept at the helm, and very nice steering it required 
to keep the boat from swamping. We lighted the 
nnacle lamp to enable us to keep as near as we could 
to our proper course. We had also our lantern ready 
to show as a signal in case we were able to make out 
any vessel approaching us. I had been in many perils, 
as I have described, but none of them seemed greater 
than on that night. Often I did not think the boat 
could possibly swim another minute. Often she was 
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almost gunnel under before we could luff up in time to 
ease her. Now a huge black sea came roaring up, which 
I thought must come down and swamp us, but it broke 
just before it reached the boat, and merely sent the 
foam flying over our heads. Thus hour after hour 
passed slowly away. Some of the men began to 
grumble and to blame themselves for their folly in 
leaving the privateer. Andrews declared that it would 
have been better if we had cut out a vessel, as at all 
events we should have been on board a craft fit to 
combat the gale. La Motte, with more justice, re- 
marked, that it was a pity they had not consented to 
follow his suggestion, and to run for Guernsey while 
we could have done so. 

" But why not run there now V asked some one. 

" Because the whole island is surrounded by rocks, 
and it would be next to a miracle if we escaped running 
on them," he answered. " Our only course now is to 

■ 

stand on. Perhaps the wind will once more shift, and 
we may be able, after all, to keep our course for 
England." 

Never have I felt the hours draw on so slowly as 
they did during that dreadful night. Still no new 
hour brought any change for the better. I thought 
the morning never would come. As for sleep, that 
was out of the question, nor did any of us feel any 
inclination for food. I believe that not one of us ever 
expected to see the sun rise again to cheer our hearts. 
Yet, in spite of our apprehensions, the little boat be- 
haved beautifully. Each sea, as it came roaring up, she 
surmounted like a wild fowl, and though down she 
plunged into the trough, it was but to rise again in 
triumph to the summit. At length the rain ceased, 
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but it blew as hard as ever. I was looking eastward, 
when a pale, thin line appeared in the sky, just above 
the horizon. It grew broader and broader, and brighter 
and brighter, and we knew it was dawn. Those who 
had thought that they should never again see the sun 
rise, now felt that they ought not to have desponded. 
First, more cold, silvery lines appeared in the sky, and 
then yellow lines, which warmed into orange, and pink, 
and red, and a small portion of the sun himself broke 
forth between the clouds, and sent a bright beam of 
glittering gold across the dancing waves, but quickly 
again he was hidden above the leaden canopy which 
hung over us. Few of us had ever passed a more 
trying night, and we all felt grateful for the mercy 
•which had been shown us, and, as if by common agree- 
ment, we all with one accord knelt down and offered 
up our thanks to Heaven, and prayed that we might 
yet further be preserved through the dangers which 
surrounded us. Wild and careless as sailors too often 
are, there are times when they exhibit a true and un- 
affected piety, and when they are not ashamed of 
exhibiting their feelings to their fellow-men. This 
was one of those occasions. We were all aware that 
we had passed through a night of great peril, and we 
knew that we had, in all probability, many more 
dangers to go through, in which all our knowledge, 
and strength, and bravery could avail us nothing. Our 
weakness and helplessness was thus forcibly brought 
home to us — our own utter insufficiency to help our- 
selves. It is this feeling, which every seaman must at 
times have to experience, which has so beneficial an 
effect on him in turning his heart to God, in mAVing 
him, in spite of himself, religious. 
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As daylight came on we looked round the horizon, 
more especially to the southward, but not a sail was 
in sight. We felt sure that, at all events, we were not 
pursued. Had the wind continued from the southward, 
we might have fallen in with some homeward-bound 
ship, but it was not likely that we should now meet 
with one. Having assured ourselves that no change 
was likely to take place immediately in our prospects, 
we served out our frugal breakfast. La Motte and I 
agreed that it would be wiser at once to put ourselves 
on short allowance, for we could not tell how long we 
might be kept out. To this all the rest cheerfully as- 
sented. I had for some time been watching the sky to 
the eastward. When the sun rose the wind went down, 
but I did not like a wide break in the clouds which 
suddenly appeared. The rent I had observed grew 
larger and larger, till the whole eastern sky was bright 
and clear. I felt too sure that it betokened an easterly 
gale. T pointed out what I had observed to La Motte. 
He was of my opinion. We were not mistaken. Down 
it came before long, strong and bitterly cold, tearing 
up the surface of the sea, and sending the foam flying 
like vast snow drifts before it. We were almost frozen 
with the cold and wet. We wrapped ourselves up as 
best we could in our blankets and greatcoats, but even 
with this aid we were well nigh perished. We had 
no means of lighting a Are and warming up anything 
by which we might restore circulation. The gale in- 
creased. Away the boat flew before it, out to sea, 
away from land, away from all help. Bitter was our 
disappointment. How could we hope to get back ? 
how obtain relief? Our condition was bad indeed. 
Some of the men had been expressing a wish to en- 
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deavour to reach Guernsey. They now, with reproaches 
on themselves, acknowledged their folly in not having, 
when at the proper time, accepted La Motte's offer to 
take them there. Fiercer and fiercer blew the easterly 
gale, every cloud disappeared, but yet the sky was not 
bright, nor did the rays of the sun give any warmth. 
A gauze-like veil overspread the sky, while we were 
surrounded by a thin mist of spray, which together 
completely prevented the sun's beams from reaching 
us. Our utmost exertions were required to keep the 
boat before the sea, and to bale out the water which 
continually washed into her. Those of us who were 
not thus actively employed sat with our greatcoats and 
blankets huddled up round us, the pictures of misery. 
Want of sleep and warm food made us feel the cold 
still more severely, and, in spite of our wraps, we were 
chilled to the very bones. Our teeth chattered and 
our limbs shook as if we had been afflicted with the 
ague. We could no longer keep up our spirits by con- 
versation. What possible grounds had we for hope. 
All we could expect was to run on till the boat was 
swamped, or till one after the other of us dropped off 
and died from cold, starvation, and exhaustion. La 
Motte struggled on bravely to prevent himself from 
giving in, while at the same time he exerted himself to 
keep up the spirits of the rest. His example inspired 
me to arouse myself, and I endeavoured to aid him in 
encouraging our companions. 

" Hurrah, my lads !" he suddenly shouted. "As long 
as there's life there's hope — remember that. Death's 
door is not open yet Don't be knocking to get in 
before you are invited. What are we afraid of? We 
have a tight boat under us, and provisions enough to 
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last us for several days to come. We had got a long 
way to the nor'ard before this easterly gale sprung up, 
and we can't be so very far off the Land's End or the 
Scilly Islands. This sort of gale never lasts long. It 
will blow itself out in a day or two, and then we may 
haul up and stand in for the land. Many men have 
been in a far worse state than what we are in, and 
have got well out of it. Why should we fancy that we 
are going to be lost. Cheer up, I say. Can any of you 
sing 1 Andrews, you can. Come, out with a song, lad. 
You shake your head. Come, I'll help you." And, 
with a voice which sounded full and clear amid the 
hissing roar of the gale, La Motte struck up a cheering, 
merry song, well calculated to arouse even the most 
apathetic from the lethargy into which they were 
sinking. 

Andrews, inspired by the strains, followed his ex- 
ample, as did several other of the men, and away we 
flew over the waves, singing cheerfully, with, as it 
were, the jaws of death gaping wide on either side to 
catch us. Now La Motte sang a more solemn strain ; 
it was a psalm. All of us joined heartily in it. We 
prayed that God would protect us amid the dangers 
which surrounded us, and then we expressed our full 
confidence in his mercy and goodness. That did us 
more good than the lighter songs. It was certainly 
more in accordance with one's feelings ; yet, perhaps, La 
Motte took the best means for arousing the people 
from the lethargy which was overpowering them. It 
has often struck me that people, when they are singing 
psalms, are too apt to forget that they are praying, or 
praising God, or returning thanks for mercies received. 
They seem to forget the meaning of the words, and to 
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think only of the music. They do not sing sufficiently 
with their hearts. That was not the case with us in 
that storm-driven boat The music was, I dare say, 
very imperfect, but never did men enter more heartily 
into the spirit of the psalm than did we on that occasion. 
Andrews and another man belonged to Cornwall, and 
had in their youth been accustomed to sing psalms in 
the congregations of their people, as had two or three 
of the other men, though for many a long year of their 
sea life the custom had been sadly neglected. Now, 
when they felt conscious that they might never have 
an opportunity of again singing while alive, they joined 
with their whole heart and soul in the work. Thus 
the day passed away. The night was approaching. We 
had reason to dread it as much as we had the previous 
one, except that the sky being clear, there was more 
light to enable us to avoid any danger in our course. 
We took a frugal supper and a cup of cold water, all 
we dared consume of our scanty stores. Drowsiness 
now began to overcome most of us. I felt myself 
capable of keeping awake better than any of the rest, 
for I saw that even La Motte was giving way. I 
therefore urged him to let me take the helm while 
he lay down. To this he consented. Andrews and I 
wrapped him up in a blanket, and in an instant he was 
fast asleep, showing how much self-command he must 
have exercised to keep awake at his post. 

In the mean time, while two men continued baling 
and one kept a look-out ahead, the rest stretched their 
limbs as well as they could along the thwarts of the 
boat and went to sleep. My fear was that they might 
not be able again to rouse themselves. Strange, indeed, 
were my feelings as I sat in the stern of the boat 
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while she flew hissing along over the foaming waves 
and plunging into the dark unknown. I looked up 
into the clear sky, glittering with innumerable stars, 
and my mind wandered from the present world 
to the wonders of eternity, which the scene I gazed on 
seemed to picture forth. I forcibly felt the in- 
sufficiency of this world to satisfy to the full the aspi- 
rations of man's soul, and the reality of the life to 
come, and all that that life will have to show, impressed 
itself more vividly on my mind than it had ever before 
done. The glories of the eternal future put to flight 
all fears for the present perishable body. Still, I did 
not neglect my duty to my companions. I did my 
best to keep my mates of the watch awake. I 
watched the seas as they came rolling up on either side, 
so that I might keep the boat steadily before the wind. 
Thus the first watch passed by. I had nob the heart 
to call La Motte. I told the other three men to arouse 
up their companions, and I resolved to keep awake for 
a couple of hours more. An hour after this it might 
have been, as I turned my head over my right shoulder, 
I caught sight of a huge towering mass close aboard, as 
it seemed. It was a large ship. On she came. I felt 
sure that our last moments had arrived. There was no 
use shouting. The other men looked up. Terror 
kept them dumb. Had we indeed strained our voices 
till they cracked no one would have heard us on board 
the ship. The dark pyramid of canvas seemed to 
reach up to the very clouds as she flew along, career- 
ing before the gale. In another moment I thought 
we should have been run down, and struggling under 
her vast keel, but my eye had deceived me. She 
dashed on ; but instead of her stem striking us, her- 
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broadside appeared on our starboard hand. She was a 
line-of-battle ship of the largest class. Then, indeed, 
we found our voices and shouted, and perhaps the 
sentries or look-outs might have heard us, but away 
she rushed, like some monstrous phantom of a dream, 
and, mighty as she was, she quickly disappeared in the 
darkness ahead. Our companions, who had been 
awoke by our shouting, lifted up their heads, but as the 
ship passed by lay them down again, probably under 
the belief that what they had seen was merely the 
effect of their imagination. 

La Motte remained awake, " What is the hour ?" he 
asked. I told him. He therefore insisted on my 
taking his place, though I saw that he had some diffi- 
culty in unbending his limbs from the position they 
had assumed while he was sleeping. In an instant I 
was asleep. It was daylight when I was once more 
aroused to take the helm. I found that there was a 
sail in sight, just rising above the horizon in the north- 
east, but we could not tell in what direction she was 
standing. 

The morning passed as had the former one. Our 
attention was kept awake by watching the progress of 
the strange saiL Her topsails rose above the horizon, 
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then her courses appeared, and it became very clear 
that she was sailing on a parallel course with us. At 
the distance we were from her we could not have been 
distinguished from the white crest of a rising wave, so 
that we knew it was useless to hope for any assistance 
from her. Trying, indeed, it was to watch her gliding 
by us. Sometimes, when she rose on the top of a sea, 
and rolled from side to side as she ran before the wind, 
we could see her copper glancing brightly in the sun- 
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beams, and could almost count her ports, yet we our- 
selves, we knew, could scarcely have been seen, even 
had any on board been looking • out for us. On she 
went, her crew rejoicing in the Mr breeze which was 
carrying them on to their destined port, while we were 
grieving at being driven away from ours. 

" It's an ill wind that blows no one good ; remember 
that, mates," said La Motte. " We may get the fair 
breeze before long." 

Scarcely had the stranger disappeared in the western 
horizon when another sail rose in the east out of the 
water. We watched her even with greater eagerness 
than before. We fancied that we could not again be 
doomed to disappointment. 

" She is more, I think, to the southward than the 
other ship," said Andrews. " She'll pass not far to 
the nor ard of us, and can't help seeing us." 

I watched the new comer attentively, but could not 
agree with Andrews. She appeared to me to be follow- 
ing exactly in the track of the former vessel. I 
earnestly hoped that I might be wrong in my opinion. 
The ship came on, rapidly overtaking us. We ought 
to have found cause for satisfaction when we thus had 
evidence that we could not be driving fast to the 
eastward, and that when we came to haul up we should 
still find ourselves at no great distance from the 
Cornish coast. We waited, anxiously watching the 
ship ; but all differences of opinion were soon settled 
when she appeared abeam, fully as far off as the former 
one. As our hopes had risen to a high pitch, so they 
now fell proportionately low. I began to fear that 
despondency would seize on all hands. The ship came 
up on our quarter ; then she got abeam of us. We 
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could see her as clearly as we had seen the former one. 
Some of our people shouted and waved their hats and 
caps. No answering signal was made. Again they 
shouted and shrieked out till they were hoarse. Their 
cries and their signals were equally vain. Those on 
board could probably scarcely have seen the boat even 
had they been looking for her, and of course our shouts 
would not have reached one-tenth part of the distance. 
The ship glided quickly on. She passed us altogether, 
and, like her predecessor, disappeared in the eastern 
horizon. As she was leaving us, some of the men lost 
all command of their feelings, and broke forth into 
imprecations loud and deep, and abused the ship and all 
on board her, as if they were to blame for not having seen 
us. I saw that in their present state of mind there 
would be no use finding fault with them, so I tried to 
cheer them up. 

" Never mind, mates," said I. " We should not 
have been much better off if we had got on board 
those ships. They are outward-bound, and must have 
carried us wherever they are going, and perhaps we 
might have had to go half way round the world before 
we could get home again. Let us wait till we sight a 
ship bound up Channel, and then if we miss her we 
may have reason to complain." 

The remarks I made seemed to have some effect, for 
I heard no more complaints for some time. The day 
wore on and no other vessel passed us. A change in 
the weather began to take place as evening drew on. 
The wind lessened considerably during the afternoon, 
and as night approached it dropped into a perfect calm. 
Still there was a good deal of sea, and we had more 
difficulty than ever in keeping the boat from being 
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swamped. We got the oars out, but we found that 
we had lost so much strength that we could scarcely 
use them. However, we managed to pull the boat's 
head round, and once more endeavoured to keep a 
course towards the north-east. Yet exert ourselves as 
we might, we found that we could only just keep the 
boat's head to the sea, but that we were utterly unable 
to move her through the water. Gradually the sea 
went down, and at last most of the men declared that 
they neither would nor could pull any longer ; that we 
should gain nothing by it, as very likely the wind 
would shift back again to its old quarter, and drive us 
back once more all the distance we had thus made 
good. 

La Motte and I endeavoured to cheer them up, but 
all our attempts were vain. We saw ourselves that 
they were too likely to be right, and indeed we could 
not help sharing in their despondency. I scarcely 
know how the night passed. It did pass, however, 
and so did another day. It was a perfect calm ; we 
did not move. All our oars were laid in, and the men 
threw themselves along the thwarts, and declared that 
they should sleep there till some vessel should pass 
near enough to take us on board. Our stock of food 
had diminished very much, and I feared on examining 
it, that we should scarcely have enough to carry us to 
the English coast, even should a breeze spring up from 
the southward to help us along. No one now took 
much count of time. I fell asleep during the night, 
and so did La Motte, and I believe that no look-out 
was kept. We might have been run over without 
our making an attempt to save our lives. Another 
day broke at last. There was a light wind, but it was 
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from the south-east. We hoisted our sail, though we 
had scarcely sufficient strength to get it up. How- 
ever, we made but little progress. I had fallen asleep, 
when I was aroused by the voices of my companions 
shouting as loudly as their strength would allow. The 
tones sounded strangely hollow and weak I was 
scarcely aware that my own voice was much like 
theirs. I looked up to see what had produced these 
shouts. A large ship was bearing down towards us from 
the eastward. We had our whole sail set, and as the 
sun shone on it, I hoped that we might now possibly 
be seen. I was not so sanguine as some of the men 
had suddenly become on seeing the ship. I knew that 
too often a very slack look-out is kept on board 
many ships, and even then only just ahead to see that 
no vessel is in the way or likely to get there. The 
topsails, and more than half the courses of the stranger 
had already appeared above the horizon. We rose 
them rapidly. By the time that we could see her 
hull, I judged from the cut of her sails, that she was 
certainly not an English ship. 

"She is very like a French vessel," observed La Motte, 
after watching her earnestly for some time. " Still she 
does not look like a ship of war, that is one comfort" 
It was very certain, at all events, that she was standing 
directly for us, and that there was no chance of our 
missing her. "Now, mates, just make up your minds 
what we shall do,'* said La Motte ; " shall we go on 
board her whatever she is, or wherever she is going, or 
shall we remain in the boat, and still endeavour to 
make the English coast?" 

" Let us get clear of the boat !" exclaimed all the 
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men; "we may be knocking about here for some 
days to come, till we are all starved." 

" But we may obtain provisions from the ship suffi- 
cient to last us for a week, or more, perhaps," ob- 
served La Motte ; " she is evidently outward- borihd, and 
many a long day may pass before we get back to 
England" 

" Better that than being swamped or dying by 
inches," was the answer. 

Finally, we discovered that all the men, including 

Andrews, had made up their minds to be quit of the 

boat, at all events. La Motte told me that he knew 

how anxious I was to return home, and that he was 

ready, if I wished it, to remain with me in the boat, 

and to endeavour to make the shore. Sincerely I 

thanked him for this mark of his friendship and kind* 

ness. I debated in my mind whether I ought to 

accept his offer. In my anxiety to reach home, I 

would have risked everything ; still I thought that I 

ought not to expose the life of another person for my 

sake. How I might have decided, I scarcely know. 

I suspect that I should have accepted his offer, but the 

matter was pretty well settled for us. Clouds had 

been gathering for some time in the sky, and while we 

were speaking, thin flakes of snow began to fall, and 

continued increasing in density, so that we could 

scarcely see the approaching ship. We could not 

ascertain whether we had been seen by those on board 

before the snowstorm came on, and, if not, there was 

too great a probability that she would pass us. At all 

events, she was now completely hidden from our view. 

We calculated that if she kept on the exact course she 
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was on when last seen, we should be rather to the 
southward of her. We therefore got out our oars, and 
endeavoured to pull up to her. Every one, however, 
was so weak, that it was with difficulty we could urge 
the boat through the water. Our last morsel of food 
had been consumed that morning ; indeed, for the two 
previous days we had taken barely enough to support 
life. We looked about — we could not see the ship — 
we shouted at the top of our voices — 411 was silent — we 
pulled on — again we shouted, or rather shrieked out. 
A hail came from the eastward. It sounded loud and 
clear compared to the hollow tones of our voices. 
Presently afterwards the dark hull and wide-spreading 
sails of a ship broke on our sight through the veil of 
falling snow, and directly afterwards we dropped along- 
side her. She hailed us in German. I understood a 
little of the language, but La Motte spoke it perfectly. 
Great indeed was our satisfaction to find from this, 
that she belonged to a friendly power. She appeared 
to have a great number of passengers on board, for 
they crowded the sides and gangway to look at us, 
and very miserable objects, I dare say we appeared. 
Thinking -probably that we were afraid of them, they 
told us that the ship was the Nieuwland, belonging to 
Bremen, bound for Baltimore, in the United States, 
and that the people we saw were Hanoverian emi- 
grants, who had been driven away from their country 
by the armies of Napoleon. When we told them in 
return that we were Englishmen escaping from a French 
privateer, which had captured us, they warmly pressed 
us to come on board. When, however, we tried to get 
up to climb up the sides, we found that we could 
scarcely stand on our legs, much less help ourselves on 
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deck. Three or four of our companions were so weak 
and ill, that they could not rise even from the bottom 
of the boat, and it was sad to see them, as they lay on 
their backs, stretching out their hands for help to those 
who were looking down on them over the ship's side. 
Certainly we all must have looked the pictures of woe 
and misery — half-frozen and famished — pale, haggard, 
shivering, with our beards unshaven, and our hair, 
hanging lank and wet over our faces, our lips blue, our 
eyes bloodshot, our clothes dripping with moisture. 
Our condition was bad enough to excite the compassion 
of any one. 

The master and seamen of the ship and the emi- 
grants evidently felt for us, by the exclamations we 
heard them utter. They quickly fitted slings, which 
were lowered to hoist us up, and the seamen came into 
the boat to help us. One after the other we were 
conveyed on board, and at once carried below. Not 
one of us could have stood, had it been to save our 
lives. I felt grateful for the looks of pity which were 
cast on us as we were lifted along the deck, while 
many of the emigrants volunteered to give up their 
berths. I remember how delightful I felt it to find 
myself stripped of my damp clothing, lying between 
dry blankets, with a bottle of hot water at my feet and 
another on my chest, while kind-hearted people were 
rubbing my limbs to restore the circulation. It was 
some time, however, before anything like the proper 
amount of heat came back to my chilled frame. Then 
some warm drink was given me, and I fell into a deep 
slumber. I believe that I slept nearly twenty -four 
hours on a stretch without once waking. At last, 
when I opened my eyes, daylight was streaming down 
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on me through the open hatchway. The doctor came 
and felt my pulse. He spoke a little English, and 
told me to keep up my spirits, and that I should do 
very well. Then some broth was brought me by one 
of the emigrants, and after I had taken it I felt very 
much better. I inquired after my companions. 

" They are not all in as good case as you are," said 
the doctor. " Two poor fellows have die<J, and a third, 
I fear, will not be long with us." 

4 * Which of them have gone V 9 I * asked. " I trust 
the officer, La Motte, is doing well." 

" He is weak, and suffers much, but still I have 
hopes that he may recover," was the answer. 

I felt very sad on hearing this, yet I felt what cause 
I had to be thankful that I had escaped with my life, 
and was not likely to suffer in my health, as was the 
case with some of my companions. With returning 
strength, however, came more forcibly on me the con- 
sciousness of the postponement once more of all my 
hopes of happiness. I had risked everything; I had 
gone through the most trying hardships to reach home, 
and now I found myself being carried away far from 
that home, without any immediate prospect of return- 
ing. I turned round in my berth, and burst into tears. 
The kind-hearted German who was attending on me 
inquired, in his broken English, what was the matter. 
I felt that it would be a relief to me, and would gratify 
him, if I were to tell him my history. He was much 
interested in it, and warmly sympathized with me. 
He did not consider my tears unmanly. I do not 
think they were, either. I was weak and ill, too. 
Perhaps otherwise, as is the English custom, I should 
have kept my feelings and my history to myself. Yet 
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I think that English habit, of hiding our thoughts and 
feelings, shows a want of confidence in the sympathy 
and kind feeling of our fellow men which is altogether 
wrong. Nothing could surpass the kindness and sym- 
pathy of my German friends, especially of Karl Smitz, 
the young man who attended on me. 

We had a fair breeze and fine weather, so that in 
three days I was able to get out of my berth. My 
first visit was to La Motte. He was unable to move. 
With fear and trembling I looked at him. He seemed 
to me so sadly changed from what he had been when 
we left the lugger ; I had not seen myself, and I was 
not aware how haggard and ill I even then appeared. 
He told me that he only felt weak and bruised, and 
that he had hopes he should soon be welL I found 
that three of our late companions had been committed 
to the deep, and that a fourth was in a dying state. 
This made me feel still more anxious about La Motte. 
From our old friendship, now cemented by the hard- 
ships we had gone through together, I could not help 
regarding him with the affection of a brother. I sat 
by the side of his berth till the doctor came and told 
me I must go on deck, as fresh air was now the only 
medicine I required. The captain welcomed me on 
deck when I appeared in the kindest way, and said 
that he was glad to find even one of his guests on the 
fair joad to recovery. He, it appeared, had heard my 
story, and he came up to me and told me that he had 
no doubt I was anxious to get to England ; and that 
if we fell in with any homeward-bound ship, he would 
put me on board her. I told this to La Motte when 
I went below, and he said that if he had strength even 
to move he would accompany me. 

z2 
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Two days after this I was sitting on a gun-carriage 
enjoying a fresh breeze, when there was a movement 
on deck among the crew and passengers, and I saw 
four men coming up the main hatchway, bearing be- 
tween them, what I saw at once was a human form, 
wrapped up in a fold of canvas. It was placed on a 
plank near a port at the opposite side of the ship. A 
union jack was thrown over it, and I guessed from that 
circumstance that the dead man was another of my 
companions. I called to Karl Smitz, who was passing. 

" Ah ! they did not know that you were on deck, 
or they would have told you before the poor fellow 
was brought up," he observed. " Yes, he was another 
of those we saved out of the boat. We are now going 
to bury him *as we would wish to be buried ourselves.'* 

Soon after this the captain came into the waist with 
a Lutheran prayer-book, from which, with an impres- 
sive voice, he read some prayers. Then both the sea- 
men and emigrants— men, women, and children— stood 
round and burst forth into a hymn most sweet and 
melodious ; first it was sad in the extreme, and then it 
rose by degrees to tones of joy, as it pictured the spirit 
of the departed borne by angels into Abraham's bosom; 
while another prayer was being uttered, the body of 
my shipmate was launched into the deep. Thus four 
of us had been taken, and six remained. I was long 
very anxious for La Motte ; he, however, slowly reco- 
vered, and in about a fortnight was able to come on 
deck. By that time Andrew and the other men had 
recovered, and were able to do duty. We were all of 
us anxious to be of use, for no honest seaman, or any 
other true man for that matter, likes to eat the bread 
of idleness. The ship was rather weak handed, and 
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the captain was very glad of our services. La Motte 
and I consulted together, and we agreed that we ought 
to make him some recompence for the trouble and ex- 
pense he had been at, and all the care he had taken of 
us. The other men agreed to what we proposed. We 
accordingly, when he was on deck one day, went up to 
him and told him how grateful we felt for his kindness, 
and begged him to accept our boat. He smiled at our 
warmth. 

" No, indeed, my good men, I can accept nothing 
from you," he answered ; " I have only done what it is 
the duty of every seaman to do when he finds his 
fellow men tossed about on the ocean in distress. What 
was your lot, may be mine another day ; and I should 
expect others to do for me what I have done for you." 

" Well, sir," said La Motte, " we feel the truth of 
what you say. Unhappily, some seamen do not act as 
you have done ; and there are wretches who will pass 
a ship in distress, and never attempt to relieve her. 
However, what I am going to say is this : our clothes 
are in a very bad condition, and if you will supply 
us, we will consider them as payment for the boat." 

This proposal pleased our kind captain, and he forth- 
with gave us a suit of clothes, and a warm cap, a pair 
of shoes, and a couple of shirts, out of his slop-chest. 
We were thus all of us able to put on a decent and 
comfortable appearance. I am very certain no good 
action ever, goes unrewarded in one way or another, 
though, perhaps, through our blindness, we do not 
always find it out. A few days after this a terrific 
gale sprung up. All hands were roused up in the 
middle watch to reef topsails. We Englishmen, hearing 
the cry and roar of the tempest which had suddenly 
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struck the ship, sprang on deck. The crew were aloft 
in Tain straggling with the bulging topsails. At 
that moment the foretopsail, with a report like thun- 
der, blew out of the bolt-ropes, carrying with it two 
men off the lee-yardarm. The poor fellows were sent 
far away to leeward into the boiling sea. Any attempt 
to help them was utterly hopeless ; we heard their de- 
spairing shrieks, and for an instant saw their agonized 
countenances as the ship swept by them, and all trace 
of them was lost. We hurried on to the maintopsail- 
yard just in time to save the people there from sharing 
the fate of their messmates. The courses were furled, 
the topsails closely reefed, and the ship flew onward 
on her course. 



343 



CHAPTER XV. 

The emigrant-ship and our kind captain — Get on board a home- 
ward-bound ship — An unexpected encounter — My old captain — 
A converted man — A crippled ship — Land at Bermuda — Once 
more sail for England — Pressed again — A desperate battle — 
Overpowered by numbers — We strike our flag — Miserable 
contemplations. 

The good ship Nimwland made rapid progress. Though 
I was flying away from home and all I longed to be 
with, yet anything was better than moving slowly. If 
we did not fell in with any ship in which I might re- 
turn, I felt that the sooner I got to the end of the 
voyage, the sooner I might be starting back again. 
The gale continued for several days; the wind at 
Vncrth dropped round and came ahead, blowing stronger 
It was now necessary to heave the ship to. 
ting the operation, a heavy sea struck her 
two more of the crew were washed over- 
ppily the emigrants were below, or many 
ilily have shared the same fete. I had now 
h required, abundance of work as a seaman. 
< well for a person to fly from his own 
here is nothing like useful occupation to 
.ong ; nothing is so bad as to allow oneself 
one's misfortunes. The best advice I can 
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give to a man when he is unhappy, is to go and help 
others. He will find plenty of people requiring his 
aid, and numbers far more unhappy than himself. 

The ship had suffered a good deal during the gale, 
and we began to be apprehensive for her safety should 
the weather continue bad, when it cleared up, and we 
had every hopes of reaching our port in a week or ten 
days at the farthest. The day after the fair weather 
set in, a sail was reported ahead. As we drew near 
each other, we saw that she was in a very shattered con- 
dition. She was a brig we perceived, but only one mast 
was standing. Her bowsprit was carried away, and 
her foremast was gone by the board. Our captain 
signalized to know what assistance was required. The 
answer was, " Some spars for our foremast and bow- 
sprit, and some hands who may be willing to return 
to England to help navigate the ship. We have lost 
five overboard." Our kind captain called us all aft — 
" Here is an opportunity for those who may desire it 
to return home," said he. " The brig is in no very 
good plight, as you see ; but many a vessel in a worse 
condition has made a safe voyage. I will not advise 
you either way. I shall be very sorry to lose you ; 
but you are at liberty to go." 

We thanked him very much for this additional proof 
of his love of justice and fair dealing, and La Motte 
and I consulted together what we would do. I at all 
events was ready to run every risk for the sake of 
returning home. I also felt that we might be the 
means of saving the brig and the people on board her. 
La Motte agreed to accompany me ; so we told the 
captain that we would go. Andrews and another man 
said that they would accompany us. Our captain 
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therefore signalled that he would afford all the help 
asked for, and told the people in the brig in the mean- 
time to send a boat on board us. As we passed under 
the counter of the brig, previous to heaving to, a man 
standing on her taffrail hailed us through his speaking- 
trumpet : 

" We cannot do what you ask ; we have not a boat 
that can swim, and we have only four hands remaining 
on board." 

It struck me as I looked at the man that I knew his 
figure, and even the tone of his voice ; but where I had 
seen him, I could not tell. While the ship was being 
hove to, we went round to bid farewell to the nume- 
rous friends we had found on board. Had we been 
brothers we could not have been treated more kindly, 
and to no one was our gratitude more due than to the 
honest Bremen captain. 

The boat was ready ; we stepped into her, with a 
couple of spars towing astern. The captain took his 
seat in the stern-sheets. 

" I'll go on board and see my brother skipper," said 
he, " Now, my sons, farewell. I shall not forget you, 
and you will not forget me, I hope. We may never 
meet together again in this world, or we may ; but I 
hope that we shall all be steering the same course to 
that world which will last for ever and ever. Don't ever 
forget that world, my sons. Whatever you do, wher- 
ever you go, always keep it in view. It is of more 
value than gold or much fine gold. Get, I say, on 
that course, and do not let any one ever tempt you to 
alter it. In fair weather or foul, steadily steer for it, 
and you will be sure to make it at last*' 

We all listened attentively to the good man's words; 
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he spoke with so much earnestness, and had given us 
so strong a proof of his practical Christianity, that we 
could not but feel that, they merited our respect. The 
captain of the brig — the same man who had hailed us 
with the speaking-trumpet — stood at the gangway to 
receive us when we pulled alongside. I rubbed my 
eyes as I looked at him. I rubbed and rubbed again. 
There stood, scarcely altered it appeared to me, a man 
I had believed long since swallowed up by the hungry 
waves, Captain Tooke, once the master of the Fate, 
the brig in which I had been wrecked off the Scilly 
Islands. If it was not him — saved by wonderful means 
— I felt sure that it was a brother or near relative ; for 
if he was not my old captain, no two people could be 
more alike. The sea had gone down completely, so 
that we without difficulty boarded the brig. Her 
master thanked the Bremen captain very warmly for 
the assistance he had brought him and welcomed us. 

" You are brave lads for coming on board such a 
wreck of a craft as mine is," said he, looking at us, and 
putting out his hand to La Motte. " However, if we 
are mercifully favoured by fine weather, we will get 
her all ataut before long." 

We told him that if the ship was sound in hull, we 
had no fears about the matter ; we should soon get her 
to rights. 

" That's the spirit I like to see," he answered, and 
then turning to the Bremen captain, he continued, 
" Tell me, my friend, how much am I to pay you for 
these spars 1 Ask your own price. They are invalu- 
able to me." 

"Nothing" was the answer. "I had several to 
spare, and none have been lost during the voyage. 
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Well, if you press the point, you may pay the value 
over to these men when you reach your own country. 
They have lost their all from being taken prisoners, 
and will require something to take them to their 
homes." 

" That I will, with all my heart," answered the cap- 
tain of the brig. 

While he was speaking I kept looking at him. 
Though his features were the same, his way of express- 
ing himself was so different to that of Captain Tooke, 
that I felt I must be mistaken. Farewells were said 
between the two captains, and once more the Bremen 
captain shook hands with us all round. The emigrants 
cheered as the ship bore up round us, and away she 
Went to the west, while we lay as near the wind as our 
dismasted state would allow us. I was anxious to 
settle the question as to the identity of the captain, so 
I asked one of the men what his name was. He some- 
what startled me by answering " Tooke." He, however, 
could tell me nothing about his past history. So I 
went up to the captain himself, and asked him if he 
had not been on board the Fate when she was wrecked 1 

" Yes," he replied ; " I was the sole survivor of all 
on board that unfortunate craft." 

" No, sir, you were not," I answered ; and I told him 
how a number of us had got away in the boat, and how 
all, with the exception of old Cole, Iffley, and I, had been 
lost, and how the old mate had died, and we were the 
only ones left. He told me that when the mast went 
overboard, he had clung to it, and that the tide had 
carried it out into mid-channel. When morning broke 
he found himself close to a vessel hove to. The wind 
then began to fall, and the sea to go down, and in a 
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short time they sent a boat and picked him up. Hie 
by that time was very much exhausted, and could 
scarcely have held out another quarter of an hour. 
He himself had been all his life utterly careless about 
religion ; but while he was hanging on to the mast 
amid the raging ocean, he had been led to think of the 
future, towards which he felt that he was probably 
hastening, and he could not help discerning the finger 
of God in thus bringing him directly up to the only- 
vessel within many miles of him. When he got on 
board, however, he was struck by the utter want of 
respect shown by the master and all the crew for 
anything like religion. He and they were scoffers and 
blasphemers and professed infidels. He said that he 
was so horrified and shocked at all he heard, that he 
trembled lest he might have become like them. From 
that time forward he prayed that he might be en- 
lightened and reformed, and he felt truly a new heart 
put into him. He had never since gone back. He had 
met with many misfortunes and hardships. He had 
been frequently shipwrecked ; had lost all his property ; 
had been taken prisoner by the enemy; had been 
compelled to serve as mate instead of master, and had 
scarcely ever been able to visit his family on shore ; 
still he went on, trusting in God's mercy, and feeling 
sure that whatever happened to him was for the best. 

" And, sir," said I, when he had finished his account 
of himself, " I heartily agree with you. I have often 
fainted and often doubted, but I have always come 
back to the same opinion, that what is, is best — that is, 
that whatever God does is best for us." 

This conversation, by-the-bye, did not take place at 
once. We first set to work to get the ship to rights. 
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We got sheers up, and, the weather being calm, we 
without difficulty got the new mast stepped, and 
another bowsprit rigged. The mast was only a jury- 
mast, but we set it up well with stays, and it carried 
sail fairly. While we were working away, I observed 
the countenance of one of the men who was doing 
duty as mate, he being the most experienced of the 
three survivors of the crew. 

w I am certain that you must be an old shipmate of 
mine," said I, as we were hauling away together. " Is 
not your name Flood, and were you not on board the 
Kile schooner when we were attacked by pirates V 
' " The very same, lad," said he. " And you — I re* 
member you, too, very well now. You are Will 
Weatherhelm." 

" The same ; and is it not extraordinary that thus, 
in the middle of the Atlantic, I should meet with two 
men whom I have not heard of for years, and one of 
whom I thought was dead V* 

"Not more extraordinary than that those two 
men should have become thoroughly changed cha- 
racters," he answered. " I was a careless reprobate, 
Weatherhelm, when you knew me, and now I have 
learned to think and to pray, and to strive to do 
well." 

It certainly was surprising to me to hear John Flood , 
speak as he did, for, unhappily, in those days there 
were not 'many seamen who could say the same for 
themselves. But, poor fellows, their opportunities 
were few of hearing anything about religion, and I 
believe men will be judged according to the advan- 
tages they may have possessed. Let those take heed, 
therefore, who have them, that they do not throw them 
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away. Flood gave me an account of the way the brig 
— the Fair Rosamond was her name — met with her 
accident. It was indeed providential that she and all 
on board had not perished. She had sailed from Port 
Royal, in Jamaica, bound for Liverpool, with several 
other vessels, under convoy of a frigate. The first part 
of the voyage was favourable, but the Fair Rosamond 
was very deeply laden with sugar and rum, and 
other West India produce, and being then out of trim, 
she proved herself a very dull sailer. " We were con* 
stantly lagging behind, and the frigate had to come 
and whip us up so often that we completely lost our 
character in the fleet," continued Flood. " We did our 
best to keep up with the rest of the convoy, by setting 
every stitch of canvas we could carry, but nothing 
would do, and we should have had to heave part of the 
cargo overboard to have enabled her to keep up with 
the rest. At length we were overtaken by a gale of 
wind, and we had to heave to. We thought that the 
rest of the fleet were doing the same near us. It was 
night. When morning broke not a sail was to be 
seen. We were more likely to fall into the hands of 
the enemy, but still we could take our own time, and 
we thought that we were less likely to meet with an 
accident than when, blow high or low, we had to 
press her with canvas. However, we were mistaken. 
We had got a long way to the nor'ard, and the weather 
was cold and bad, when one night, just as I had come 
on deck to keep the middle watch, and had gone to the 
wheel, I looked up and thought I saw a great white 
glittering cloud right ahead of us. I sang out, and the 
first mate, who was officer of the watch, crying, ' Hard 
a lee !' ran forward. I put down the helm, but 
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scarcely had I done so before I saw what I knew to be 
a huge iceberg rising up directly ahead of us. I fully 
believed that our last moments were come. It appeared 
to me as if the ship was running into a cavern in the 
side of some vast mountain of marble. I held my 
breath. If my hair ever stood on end I believe that 
it did on that occasion. My eyeballs seemed starting 
from their sockets. I felt the blood leave my cheeks 
and rush round my heart, as if it would burst. A 
terrific crash came. There were despairing shrieks 
and cries. I thought the brig was lost. The bow- 
sprit was carried away ; the foremast came toppling 
down, and at the same time a sea struck the ship, and 
swept over the decks. I held on by the wheel. The 
captain rushed on deck just as the sea had passed over 
us. I felt the brig rebound as it were from the ice- 
berg, and I found that we were drifting away from it. 
The two men who were below came on deck at the 
same time the captain did. We shouted to our com- 
panions. We looked about aboard and around us, 
on either side where the wreck of the foremast was 
still hanging on to the channels, but no voice replied — 
not a glimpse of them could be seen. We four were 
left alone on that stormy ice-surrounded sea, with a 
shattered, almost unmanageable ship. We did not fear. 
Our captain was a host in himself. We could not get 
the wreck of the mast on board, so we had to cut it 
away. Happily the wind came round from the 
nor'ard, and by rigging a stay from the head of the 
mainmast to the stump of the bowsprit, we were able 
to set a sail and to get the brig's head round. We had 
been knocking about ten days when you fell in with 
us. Two vessels passed us, and must have seen our 
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condition, but they did not alter their course. All 
'who sail the ocean are not good Samaritans, like your 
friend the Bremen captain." 

Such was the brief account Flood gave me of their 
disaster. I have always designated the good man of 
whom he spoke as the Bremen Captain, for I could 
not pronounce his name, and did not write it down. I 
hope we shall meet in Heaven. I must hurry on with 
my adventures. Once more I indulged in the hope of 
being speedily restored to my wife and home. The 
weather was fine, and, considering her crippled state, 
the brig made fair way. In some respects we were 
better off than on board the Bremen ship, for we had 
ample and good provisions and plenty of room, and as 
our supply of clothes was small, Captain Tooke distri- 
buted among us those belonging to the poor fellows 
who had been lost. I had one night turned in, after 
keeping the first watch, under the belief that all was 
going welL I was roused up with the so often heard 
cry, " All hands shorten sail 1" I hurried on deck to 
find the brig plunging into a heavy sea, which was 
straining every timber in her. A fierce north-easter 
was blowing. To attempt to face it was impossible, 
and it was not without difficulty that we got the 
brig's head round from it Away we went before the 
wind, and away from England and my home. By the 
captain's computation we were a hundred miles to the 
eastward of Bermuda. The brig had for some time 
been in a leaky state, and we had frequently to turn to 
at the pumps, but, with fine weather, we had had no 
fear of keeping her clear. Now, however, the case was 
altered, and Captain Tooke resolved to run for Ber- 
muda. It is no easy matter to hit a small spot in the 
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middle of the ocean, after dark and blowing weather, 
when no observation has lately been taken. We had 
to keep a bright look-out not to miss the island. 
I felt especially anxious about the matter. Should 
we run past them, we might, after all, be compelled to 
put into an American port to repair the ship, and my 
return home might be still further postponed. 

The morning came ; the day wore on. No land was 
in sight. My heart sank within me. Oyer and over 
again I went to the mawtopmast-head to look out for 
the group of rocks I 00 anxiously desired to see. At 
length, just on the starboard bow, I caught sight of a 
blue mound rising out of the water. I hurried )>elow 
to tell the captain. In a couple of hours we were 
safely at anchor within St. George's harbour. I was 
in hopes that the brig would be quickly repaired, and 
that we should be allowed to proceed on our voyage. 
However, as it turned out, an agent of the owner's 
resided there. He ordered the brig to be surveyed. 
The surveyor was connected with the chief ship-builder 
of the place. He pronounced her unfit to proceed on 
her voyage without a thorough repair. The cargo was 
consequently discharged, and the crew were paid off. 
Captain Tooke regretted this exceedingly, but could not 
help it. He said that he should have been perfectly 
ready to take the brig home, with a new mast and a 
little caulking in her upper works, which could be got 
at simply by heeling her over. However, he had to 
submit. He not only paid us our wages, but the wages 
which were due to the poor fellows who were lost, and 
also the value of the spars which had been given to him 
by the Bremen captain. Thus I found myself possessed 
of more money than I had had in my pocket since I 

A A 
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had been pressed. The question was now, how I could 
most speedily reach England ? I took counsel with 
La Motte. He observed, that the longest way round 
is often the shortest way there, and that, perhaps, by 
going to some port in the United States, we might 
more quickly get to Europe, as there was no vessel in 
harbour bound there at that time. 

Just as we had arrived at this determination, a home- 
ward-bound West Indiaman, which had parted from 
her convoy, put into the harbour. She had lost several 
men by yellow fever, and her captain, who came on 
shore, was very glad to ship us the moment we offered. 
He took all the men who had been paid off from the 
Fair Rosamond. Once more we were under weigh 
for Old England. The Jane was a fine ship, belonging 
to London. She was in good repair, and well found, 
and with the fresh hands taken on board, well manned. 
We had no reason to dread gales of wind or disasters 
of any sort. The wind came fair, and we had a fine 
run till we were not far off the chops of the Chan- 
nel, when it fell a dead calm. There we lay for a 
couple of days, well-nigh rolling our masts out, when a 
light breeze sprung up from the eastward. Though it 
was against us, anything was better than a calm. Oh, 
how I longed to be at home. Again almost in sight 
of England, I could not help every moment conjuring 
up pictures of the scenes that home might present 
Sometimes they were bright and happy, but then they 
would become so sad and painful, that I grew sick at 
heart by their contemplation. " At all events," I said 
to myself, " all my doubts will soon be at an end. I 
shall know what has occurred." 
} Such thoughts were passing through my mind, when 
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the look-out from the masthead reported several sail 
in sight, coming down before the wind. The report 
caused considerable excitement on board. They might 
be friends, but they might be enemies, and if so, there 
was too great a probability of our finding ourselves 
entering a French port as prisoners, instead of return- 
ing home as we had expected. Our captain resolved 
to stand on close-hauled, till he could ascertain whether 
they looked suspicious, and if so, to keep away to the 
northward. As they drew nearer, we did not doubt 
from the breadth of canvas they showed that they 
were men-of-war. In a short time we got near enough 
to them to exchange signals, when we made out that 
they were British ships. The headmost one, a frigate, 
signalled to us to Leave to, an order our captain 
very unwillingly obeyed. 

" Perhaps she only wants to send some message 
home, but I doubt it. Lads ! look out for yourselves," 
said he. 

I knew too well to what his remark referred. We, 
as ordered, hove to, and a lieutenant and midshipman 
with a boat's crew strongly armed came aboard us. 

" Turn the hands up, captain," said the lieutenant, 
briskly. The order was obeyed, and we all had to 
appear on deck. " You are strongly manned, captain," 
observed the officer, running his eye over us. " You 
can easily manage to get into port with half the 
number of hands you now have." 

"Could not work my ship without all the hands I 
have," answered the captain, gruffly. 

" There is nothing like trying," observed the lieu- 
tenant. "Let me see your papers. Ah, I observe 
you entered some of these men when part of your 

aa2 
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voyage was accomplished. You can do very well 
without them, at all events. They none of them have 
protection. No, I see very well. Come, lads, get your 
bags up; I can take no excuses. Our ships must 
have men; I know nothing more about the matter. 
Be smart now." 

I endeavoured to expostulate in vain. I entreated 
the officer to allow me to proceed in the ship. He 
replied that it was his duty to take ma He could 
not stop to argue about duty. I must go. I knew 
that he was right ; but, oh, how grievous was this new 
trial to bear. I thought that I should have been be- 
side myself. La Motbe was doing duty as mate of the 
ship, and he escaped. All I could do was to tell him 
where to find my wife, and to entreat him to lose no 
time in visiting her, and in assuring her of my safety. 
He promised faithfully to fulfil my wishes, and with a 
heavy, almost breaking heart, I stepped into the man- 
of-war boat. I felt inclined to curse jbhe country which 
could allow of such a system. Happily, I did not. I 
knew that it arose from the ignorance of those in 
authority as to how to get seamen for the king's ships, 
and not from cruelty or heartlessness. It may seem 
surprising to those who live in happier times that no 
better plan could be thought of. 

I found myself conveyed on board the Cleopatra, a 
thirty-two twelve-pounder gun frigate, commanded by 
Captain Sir .Robert Laurie, Bart., and bound out to the 
West Indies. When questioned, I did not deny that I 
had before served on board a man-of-war, and having 
given an account of my adventures, I was rated at 
once as an able seaman. I went about my duty, and 
did it to the best of my power, but it was meohani- 
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cally, without any spirit or heartiness. Month after 
month passed away. I felt as if I was in a trance. 
I could not think. I tried to forget the past; I 
dared not meditate on the future. How I lived 
through that time I scarcely know. I never laughed 
or smiled. I scarcely spoke to any one. Even the 
active duties of the ship did not arouse me. At length, 
when once we were on a cruise soon after daybreak, 
we sighted a ship standing to the eastward, we having 
the wind about north-west. > Instantly we made all 
sail in chase. Every one was sure that she was an 
enemy, and from her appearance, we had no doubt 
that she was a big ship. She, observing that she was 
pursued, stood away from us before the wind. All day 
we continued the chase. Everything was done to in- 
crease our speed. We began to be afraid that the 
enemy would escape us. The sun went down, but 
there was a bright moon, and numbers of sharp eyes 
were constantly on the watch for her. We marked 
well the course she was steering. Anxiously the 
night passed away. When daylight returned, the 
watch on deck could not help giving way to a shout 
of satisfaction, as in the cold grey light of dawn she 
was seen right ahead rising out of the leaden waters. 
One thing was clear, we were overhauling her surely, 
though slowly. We went to breakfast, but the meal 
was quickly dispatched, and we were all soon on 
deck again to look out for the stranger. In a short 
time there was no doubt about her character. The 
order was given to clear the ship for action. As I 
heard the words, I felt more cheerful than I had done 
since I came on board. Strange as it may seem, I 
felt my spirits rise still higher when the stranger was 
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made out to be a forty-gun frigate. By half-past 
eleven the stranger shortened sail, and hauled his 
wind to allow us to come up with him, and hoisting 
his colours at the same time, we now knew him to be 
a Frenchman. Probably he had run away at first 
thinking that we were the biggest ship, whereas in 
reality he was vastly our superior, not only in the 
number of his guns but in weight of metal, for they 
were eighteen pounders, and while we had only 200 
men fit to work our guns, he had 350. The Cleopatra 
measured only 690 tons, while the enemy's ship, which 
was the VUle de Milan, measured 1100, and in reality 
carried forty-six guns. We also shortened sail ready 
for action, and directly afterwards began to fire our 
bow-chasers, which the enemy returned with his after- 
guns. Thus a running fight was carried on for some 
time, we in no way daunted by the vastly superior 
force with which we were engaged. 

At about half-past two, we were within a hundred 
yards of the Vitte de Milan, when she luffed across our 
bows and poured in a crashing broadside, while we, 
passing under her stern, returned her fire with good 
interest. We now ranged up within musket-shot, on 
the starboard side of our big antagonist, and thus we 
kept running parallel to each other, sometimes on a 
wind and sometimes nearly before it — we trying to 
prevent him from luffing again across our bows or 
under our stern, and he not allowing us to perform the 
same manoeuvre. Never in a single combat was there 
a fiercer fight. We worked our guns with desperate 
energy — not that we ever doubted that we should be 
the victors, but we knew that we must fight hard to 
win the victory. 
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For upwards of a couple of hours we had been hotly 
engaged, when a loud cheer broke from us. We had 
shot away the enemy's maintopsail-yard. We, however, 
had suffered greatly, not only in spars, but our running 
rigging had been literally cut to pieces. A number of 
our men, also, lay killed and wounded about our decks,, 
and though the latter were carried below as fast as 
possible, their places were rapidly supplied by .others 
doomed to suffer the same fate. The loss of the 
enemy's maintopsail-yard caused us to forge ahead, but, 
unhappily, from the condition of our running rigging, 
we could neither shorten sail nor back our maintopsail. 
Our captain, therefore, resolved to endeavour to cross 
the bows of the Ville de Milan. The order was given 
to put the helm down. At that moment a shot struck 
the wheel, knocking it to pieces and killing one of the 
men standing at it. There we lay, with the ship 
utterly unmanageable and at the mercy of our oppo- 
nent. It was enough to make us weep with sorrow, 
but instead of that we set to work to try and get 
tackles on to the tiller to steer by. 

" Look out, my lads ! stand by to repel boarders P» 
sang out our captain. 

At that moment the enemy bore up and run us on 
board, her bowsprit and figure-head passing over our 
quarter-deck, abaft the main rigging. I was on the 
quarter-deck. As I saw the bows of our huge enemy 
grinding against our sides, our ship rolling terrifically, 
while the other was pitching right at us as it were, I 
felt that never were British courage and resolution 
more required than at that moment. It was put to 
the test. " Repel boarders !" was the shout. On came 
the Frenchmen, streaming in crowds over their fore- 
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castle. We met them cutlass and pistol in hand, and 
-with loud shouts drove them back to their own ship. 
They must have not been sorry to get there, for every 
instant it appeared that our gallant frigate would go 
down under the repeated blows given us by our op- 
. ponent. I do not believe, though, that many of us 
thought about that. We only thought of driving back 
the enemy, of striving to gain the victory. 

All this time our great guns were blazing away, and 
the marines were keeping up a hot lire of musketry, 
while the enemy were pounding us as sharply in return. 
Not a minute of rest did they afford us. Led on by 
their officers, with shouts and shrieks they rushed 
over their bows and down by the bowsprit on to our 
decks. Every inch of plank was fiercely contested, and 
literally our skuppers ran streams of blood. Just try 
and picture for a moment the two ships rolling, tumb- 
ling, and grinding against each other, the wind 
whistling in our rigging (for it was blowing heavily), 
the cut ropes and canvas lashing about in every direc- 
tion; the smoke and flames from our guns, their 
muzzles almost touching, the cries, and groans, and 
shouts ; spars and blocks tumbling from aloft ; the decks 
slippery with gore ; the roar of big guns, the rattle of 
musketry, the flash of pistols, the clash of cutlasses as 
we met together ; and some faint idea may be formed 
of the encounter in which we were engaged. 

Once more the enemy were driven back, leaving 
many dead; but we also suffered fearfully. Still we 
persevered. For an instant I had time to look round. 
I saw the shattered condition of our ship, my brave 
companions dropping rapidly around me, several of our 
lieutenants severely wounded, and for the first time 
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the dread came over me that we must strike our flag 
or sink at our quarters, for I felt convinced that the 
ship could not stand much longer the sort of treatment 
she had been undergoing. 

Again the shout was raised, " Repel boarders !" 
" Steady, my brave lads, meet them ! w cried our gallant 
captain. We saw the Frenchmen hurrying along the 
waist, leaping up on the forecastle, and then in dense 
masses they rushed down on our decks. We met them 
as bravely as men can meet their foes, disputing as 
before every inch of plank ; but already we had nearly 
sixty men (more than a quarter of our crew fit for duty) 
either killed or wounded, and, terribly overmatched, 
we were borne back by mere force of numbers. The 
way cleared, the Frenchmen continued pouring in on 
us till our people were literally forced down the hatch- 
ways or against the opposite bulwarks, while our cut- 
lasses were knocked out of our hands, no longer able 
to grasp them. The bravest on board must have 
felt there was no help for it, and no one was braver 
than our captain. The British colours were hauled 

down. 

When I saw what had happened, I felt as if a shot 

had gone through me — grief and shame made my heart 

sink within my bosom. The Frenchmen cheered ; we 

threw down our weapons, and went below. We were 

called up, however, to assist in getting the ships free 

of each other. This was a work of no little difficulty. 

Some of our people were removed aboard the Vitte 

de Milan, and she sent about forty men, including 

officers, to take possession of the Cleopatra, Some of 

the Frenchmen told us that her captain had been killed 

by one of the last shots we fired. We had four lieu- 
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tenants, the master, and the lieutenant of marines 
wounded, as well as the boatswain and a midshipman, 
though not an officer was killed. Of the seamen and 
marines, we had twenty-two killed and thirty wounded. 
Another proof that we did not give in while a chance 
of victory remained was, that scarcely were we free of 
the Frenchman, than our main and foremast went Over 
the side, and very shortly afterwards the bowsprit fol- 
lowed, and our gallant frigate was left a miserable 
wreck on the waters. 

The French lost a good many men, and their ship was 
so knocked about, that her main and mizen masts both 
went over the side during the night, and when day 
broke, to all appearance she was not much better off 
than the Cleopatra. 

We had then to set to to assist the prize crew in 
getting up jury-masts, and the weather moderating, we 
were able to do this without difficulty. Both frigates 
then shaped a course for France. Even now I scarcely 
like to speak of what my feelings were when once 
more all my hopes were cruelly dashed to the ground, 
and I found myself carried away to become the inmate 
of a French prison. I sat most of the day with my 
head bent down on my knees, brooding over my grief. 
I certainly felt ripe for any desperate adventure ; but 
nothing else would, I think, have aroused me. The 
Frenchmen did not like our looks I conclude, for they 
kept a strict watch over us that we should not play 
them any trick, and would only allow a few of us on 
deck at a time. This was very wise in them, for had 
they given us the chance, we should certainly not have 
let it slip. 
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A friend in need— The Frenchmen catch a Tartar — The tables 
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Wreck of our prize — My enemy found — Home — Conclusion. 

I ought to have said that the larger portion of the 
ship's company and all the officers had been removed 
at once on board the Ville de Milan. I, with about 
sixty or seventy others, remained on board the Cleo- 
patra. I would rather have been out of the ship, 
I own. I could not bear to see her handled by the 
Frenchmen. Often and often I felt inclined to jump 
up and knock some of them down, just for the sake of 
giving vent to my feelings. Of course I did not do 
so, nor did I even intend to do so. It would have 
been utterly useless, and foolish in the extreme. I 
only describe my feelings, and I dare say they were 
shared by many others of my shipmates. 

Nearly a week thus passed, when one morning as I 
was on deck, I saw a large ship standing towards us. 
What she was I could not at first say. The French- 
men, at all events, did not like her looks, for I 
observed a great commotion among them. The two 
frigates had already as much sail set on their jury- 
masts as it was in any way safe to carry, so nothing 
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more could be done to effect their escape should it be 
necessary to run for it, by the sail in sight being, what 
I hoped she was, a British man-of-war. 

How eagerly I watched to see what would be done. 
The French officers kept looking out with their glasses, 
and constantly going aloft Soon the two frigates pat 
up their helms and ran off before the wind, and almost 
at the same instant I had the satisfaction of seeing the 
stranger make all sail in chase. One, at all events, 
was certain of being captured, for, knocked about as 
they had been, they made very little way. Anxiously 
I watched to ascertain to a certainty the character of 
the stranger. The Frenchmen, I doubted not, took 
him to be an English man-of-war, and I prayed that 
they might be right, but still I knew that their fears 
might cause them to be mistaken. Most of the Eng- 
lish prisoners were sent below, but I managed to stow 
myself away forward and so was able to see what took 
place. On came the stranger. Gradually the foot of 
her topsails, and then her courses rose out of the water, 
and when at length her hull appeared I made out that 
she was not less than a fifty-gun ship, and I had little 
doubt that she was English. The Frenchmen looked 
at her as if they would like to see her blow up, or go sud- 
denly to the bottom. I watched her in the hopes of soon 
seeing the glorious flag of Old England fly out at her 
peak. I was not long kept in doubt. As soon as the 
ship got near enough to make out the French ensigns 
flying on board the Cleopatra and Ville de Milan, up 
went the British ensign. Forgetting for the moment by 
whom I was surrounded, I could scarcely avoid cheer- 
ing aloud as I watched it fluttering in the breeze. The 
Frenchmen, in their rage and disappointment, swore 
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and stamped, and tore their hair, and committed 
all sorts of senseless extravagances, and I felt that it 
would be wise to keep out of t^heir sight as much as 
possible, as some of them might, perchance, bestow on 
me a broken head, or worse, for my pains. The two 
frigates closed for mutual support, but when I came 
to consider the condition they were in, I had little 
doubt that the English ship would be more than a 
match for them. The stranger had first been seen 
soon after daybreak. The people had now just had 
their breakfasts. They were not long below, for all 
were anxious to watch the progress of their enemy. 
The weather had been all the morning very doubtful, 
and thick clouds were gathering in the sky. My 
earnest prayer was that it would continue moderate : I 
began, however, to fear that my hopes would be dis- 
appointed. The clouds grew thicker and seemed to 
descend lower and lower, while a mist arose which 
every instant grew denser. At length, when I had 
for a short time turned my head away from our big 
pursuer, I again looked out. What was my horror 
and disappointment not to be able to see the English 
ship in any direction. I looked around and tried to 
pierce the thick mist which had come on, but in vain ; 
and again my heart sank within me The Frenchmen 
also searched for their enemy, but when they could not 
find her, they, on the contrary, began to sing and snap 
their fingers, and to exhibit every sign of satisfaction 
at the prospect of escaping her. 

One or two of my shipmates had slipped up on deck, 
and they returned with the sad tidings below. After a 
little time 1 joined them. I found them all deep in a 
consultation together. It was proposed that we should 
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rise upon the French prize crew, and, taking the frigate 
from them, go in search of the English ship. Some 
were for the plan — some were against it. It was argued 
that the Vtile de Milan would, at every risk, attempt 
to stop us-^-that, short handed as we were, we could 
not hope to hold out against her — that we might very 
probably miss the English ship, and then, if we fell in 
with another Frenchman, we should very likely be 

treated as pirates. 

I rather agreed with these last-mentioned opinions, 
still, as I have said, I felt ready to undertake any 
enterprise, however desperate. Hour after hour passed 
away. The weather continued thick and the wind 
squally and variable. The Frenchmen kept walking 
the deck, and rubbing their hands, as the prospect of 
escape increased. Suddenly we heard them stop. I 
slipped up again on deck ; a breeze had carried away 
the mist, and there right away to windward was the 
English ship, much nearer than when she had last been 
seen. I did cheer now, I could not help it. The 
Frenchmen were too much crest-fallen to resent by a 
blow what they must have looked upon as an insult, 
but an officer coming up, ordered me instantly to go 
below. I was obliged to comply, though I longed to 
remain on deck to see what course events would take. 
The people below, as soon as they heard that a friend 
was in sight, cheered over and over again, utterly in- 
different to what the Frenchmen might say or do. 
They did utter not a few sacr6s and other strange 
oaths, but we did not care for them. 

The two frigates were, as I said, at the time I went 
below close together, with the French ensigns hoisted 
on the main-stays. The British ship was coming up 
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hand over hand after them. We tried to make out 
what was going forward by the sounds we heard and 
the orders given. Our ship was before the wind. Pre- 
sently a shot was fired to leeward from each frigate, 
and a lad who had crept up, and looked through one 
of the ports, reported that the Ville de Milan had 
hauled her wind on the larboard tack, and that we 
were still running before it. We all waited listening 
eagerly for some tipie, and at last a gun was fired, and 
a shot struck the side of our ship. Then we knew full 
well that our deliverance was not far off. The French- 
men sacr6d and shouted at each other louder than ever. 
Our boatswain had been left on board with us. He 
was a daring, dashing fellow. 

" Now, my lads, is the time to take the ship from 
the hands of the Frenchmen !" he exclaimed. " If we 
delay, night is coming on, and the other frigate may 
get away. If we win back our own ship, it will allow 
our friend to go at once in chase of the enemy." 

The words were scarcely out of his mouth when we 
all, seizing handspikes and boat-stretchers, and indeed 
anything we could convert into weapons, knocked over 
the sentry at the main-hatchway, and springing on 
deck, rushed fore and aft, and while the Frenchmen 
stood at their guns, looking through the ports at their 
enemy and our Mend, we overpowered them. Scarcely 
one of them made any resistance. In an instant we 
were on the upper-deck, where the officers, seeing that 
the game was up, cried out that they gave in, and 
hauled down the French flag. 

On this, didn't we cheer lustily 1 I had not felt 
such a sensation in my heart since I bad been dragged 
oat of the waggon, away from my dear wife. The 
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ship which had so opportunely come to our rescue was 
the fifty-gun ship Leander, the Honourable John 
Talbot. Her crew cheered as she came up to us, and 
her captain asked us if we could hold our own against 
the Frenchmen without assistance. We replied that 
we could, and against twice as many Frenchmen to 
boot We thought then we could do anything. He 
told us we were fine fellows, and ordering us to follow 
him, he hauled his wind in chase of , the ViUe de Milan. 

We took care to disarm all the Frenchmen ; and, 
you may believe me, we kept a very sharp look-out on 
them, lest they should attempt to play us the same 
trick we had just played them. 

The ViUe de Milan had by this time got some miles 
away, but the Leander made all sail she could carry, 
and we had little doubt would soon come up with her. 
Still we could not help keeping one eye on the two 
ships, and the other on our prisoners. In little more 
than an hour after the French flag had been hauled 
down aboard the Cleopatra, as we hoped, never to fly 
there again, the Leander, with her guns ready to pour 
forth her broadside, ranged up alongside the Ville de 
Milan. The Frenchmen were no cowards,, as we had 
found to be the case, but they naturally didn't like 
her looks ; and not waiting for her to fire, wisely hauled 
down their colours. Then once more we cheered, and 
cheered again, till our voices were hoarse. People 
have only to consider what the anticipation of a prison 
must be to a British sailor, to remember that we 
fancied that we had lost our gallant ship, and that we 
were smarting under a sense of defeat, to understand 
our joy at finding ourselves once more at liberty. 
I had a joy far greater than any one, or at least than 
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any one not situated as I was (and perhaps there were 
some anxious as I was to return home), of feeling 
that I had now a far greater chance than had before 
occurred of once more setting foot on the shores of old 
England, and of returning to my beloved wife. 

The three ships all hove to close together, while 
arrangements were made for our passage to England, 
The Leander put a prize crew on board the Vitle de 
Milan, strengthened by some of our people, and our 
gallant captain, Sir Robert Laurie, and his officers, 
once more took possession of their own ship. It was a 
happy meeting on board the Cleopatra, you may depend 
on that ; and on the first Saturday afterwards, as may 
be supposed, there was not a mess in which " Sweet- 
hearts and wives" was not drunk with right hearty 
goodwill. Some, and I trust that I was among them, 
felt that we owed our deliverance to a power greater 
than that of men, and thanked with grateful hearts 
Him who had in his mercy delivered us from the hand 
of our enemies. And oh ! my fellow-countrymen, who 
read this brief account of my early days, I, now an 
old man, would urge you, when our beloved country is, 
as soon she may be, beset with foes, burning with 
hatred and longing for her destruction, that while you 
bestir youselves like men and seize your arms for the 
desperate conflict, you ever turn to the God of battles, 
the God of your fathers, the God of Israel of old, and 
with contrite hearts for our many national sins, beseech 
him to protect us from wrong, to protect our native 
land, our pure Protestant faith, our altars, our homes, 
the beloved ones dwelling there, from injury. Pray to 
Him — rely on Him—and then surely we need not fear 
what our enemies may seek to do to us. 

B B 
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Once more, then, we were on our way to England 
I did believe that this time I should reach it. I could 
not fancy that another disappointment was in store for 
me. The weather, notwithstanding the stormy time of 
the year, proved moderate, and we made good way on 
our homeward voyage. While the boats were going 
backwards and forwards between the ships, I had ob- 
served in one of them a man whose countenance bore, 
I thought, a remarkable resemblance to Charles Iffley. 
Still I could not fancy it was Iffley himself I asked 
some of the Leander's people whether they had a man of 
that name on board, but they said that they certainly 
had not, and so I concluded that I must have been 
mistaken. The man saw me, but he made no sign of 
recognition, but neither, T felt, would Iffley have done 
so had he been certain of my identity. Still the coun- 
tenance I had seen haunted me continually, and I could 
not help fancying that he was still destined again to 
work me some evil. 

"Land! land ahead!" was sung out one morning, 
just as breakfast was over. The mess-tables were 
cleared in a moment, and every one not on duty below 
was on deck in a moment looking out for the shores we 
* all so longed to see. It was the coast of Cornwall, not 
far from the Land's End. Point after point was re- 
cognised and welcomed, as, with a fair breeze, we ran 
up Channel. Then the Eddystone was made, and the 
wind still favouring us, we. at length dropped our 
anchor close together in Plymouth Sound. I could 
scarcely believe my senses when I found myself once 
more in British waters. Oh ! how I longed to be able 
to go on shore and to set off at once for Portsmouth, 
but, in spite of all my entreaties, I could not obtain 
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leave to go. The captain was very kind, and so was 
the first lieutenant, but they were anxious to get the 
ship refitted at once, to be able to get to sea to wipe 
out the discredit, as they felt it, of having been cap- 
tured even by so superior a force. All I could do, 
therefore, was to sit down and write a letter to my 
wife to tell her of my arrival, and to beg her to send 
me v instantly word of her welfare. I entreated her, on 
no consideration, to come to meet me, I did not know 
what accident might occur to her if she attempted to 
come by land or by sea. Travelling in those days was 
a very different matter to what it is at present. Even 
shonld no accident happen to her, I knew that before 
she could reach Plymouth I might be ordered off to 
sea. I felt bitterly that I was not my own master. I 
did not blame anybody. Who was there to blame ? 
I could only find fault with the system, and complain 
that such a system was allowed to exist. Fortunate 
are those who live in happier days, when no man can 
be pressed against his will, or be compelled bo serve for 
a longer time than he has engaged to do. 

The three ships as we lay in the Sound were con- 
stantly visited by people from the shore, and the action 
between the Cleopatra and the Ville de Milan was 
considered a very gallant affair, and instead of getting 
blamed, the captain, officers, and crew were highly 
praised for their conduct. Our captain, Sir Robert 
Laurie, was presented with a sword of the value of a 
hundred guineas by the Patriotic Fund, as a compli- 
ment to his distinguished bravery, and the skill and 
perseverance which he exhibited in chasing and bring- 
ing the enemy to action. Indeed, we obtained more 
credit for our action, though we lost our ship, than fre- 
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quently has been gained by those who have won a 
victory. The Ville de Milan was added to the British 
Navy under the name of the Milan, and classed as, an 
18-pounder 38-gun frigate, and Sir Robert Laurie 
was appointed to command her. Our first lieutenant, 
Mr. William Balfour, was also rewarded by being made 
a commander. 

Day after day passed away, and I did not hear from 
my wife. Dreadful thoughts oppressed me. I began 
to fear that she was dead, or that not hearing from me, 
or perhaps believing me lost, she had removed from 
Southsea. Indeed I cannot describe all the sad 
thoughts which came into my head, and weighed down 
my heart. Then the tempter was always suggesting 
to me, " Why not run and learn all about the matter ! 
What harm is there in deserting ? Many a man has 
done it before. Who will think the worse of you if 
you do?" But I resisted the temptation, powerful as 
it was. I had undertaken to serve my country, and 
to obey those placed in authority over me; and I 
knew that their reasons were good for not allowing 
me to go on shore. Still I own it was very, very hard 
to bear. I had yet a sorer trial in store for me. 
Things were done in those days which would not be 
thought of at the present time. Men were wanted 
to work the ships which were to fight England's bat- 
tles, and men were to be got by every means, fair or 
foul. Often indeed very foul means were used. 
While we were expecting to be paid off, down came an 
order to draft us off into other ships. In spite of the 
bloody battles we had fought, in spite of all we had 
gone through, our prayers were not heard — we were 
not even allowed to go on shore; and, without a 
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moment's warning, I found myself on board the Spar- 
tite, 74, commanded by Sir Francis Laforey, and ordered 
off at once to sea. I had barely time to send a letter on 
shore to tell my wife what had occurred, and none to 
receive any from her. Well, I did think that my heart 
would break this time ; but it did not. I was miserable 
beyond conception, but still I was buoyed up with the 
feeling that I had done my duty, and that my miseries, 
great as they were, would come some day to an end. 
We formed one of a large squadron of men-of-war, 
under Lord Collingwood, engaged in looking out for 
the French and Spanish fleets. We continually kept 
the sea cruising off the coast of Spain and Portugal, 
and occasionally running out into the Atlantic, or sweep- 
ing round the Bay of Biscay. From August to Sep- 
tember of this memorable year, 1805, we were stationed 
off Cadiz to watch the enemy's fleet which had taken 
shelter there, and in October we were joined by Lord 
Nelson in his favourite^ship the Victory. We all knew 
pretty well that something would be done, but we 
little guessed how great was the work in which we 
were about to engage. The French and Spanish 
fleets were inside Cadiz harbour, and we wanted to 
get them out to fight them. This was a difficult 
matter, for they did not like our looks. That is not 
surprising, particularly when they knew who we had 
got to command us. Lord Nelson, however, was not 
to be defeated in his object. Placing a small squadron 
in shore, he stationed other ships at convenient dis- 
tances for signalling, while the main body of the fleet 
withdrew to a distance of eighteen leagues or bo from 
the land. The enemy were deceived, and at length, on 
the 19 th and 20th, their whole fleet had got out of the 



374 WILL WEATHERHELM. 

harbour. No sooner was Lord Nelson informed of 
this, than he stood in with his entire fleet towards 
them. 

At daybreak on the memorable 21st October, 1805, 
the combined French and Spanish fleets were in sight, 
about twelve miles off the centre of the enemy's fleet, 
bearing about east by south of ours. At 6 a.ic we 
conld from the deck see the enemy's fleet, and, as I 
afterwards learned, the Victory was at that time about 
seven leagues distant from Gape Trafalgar. At about 
10 A.X. the French Admiral, Villeneuve, had managed 
to form bis fleet in close order of battle ; but owing to 
the lightness of the wind, some of the ships were to 
windward and some to leeward of their proper station 
— the whole being somewhat in the form of a crescent. 
We had at an early hour formed into two columns, and 
bore up towards the enemy. The Victory led the 
weather division, in which was our ship. We had 
studdensails alow and aloft ; but the wind was so light 
that we went through the water scarcely more than two 
knots an hour. I am not about to give an account of 
the Battle of Trafalgar, for that is the celebrated action 
we were then going to fight. It has been too often well 
described for me to have any excuse for making the 
attempt. Indeed, when once it began, even the officers 
knew very little about the matter, and the men engaged 
in working the guns knew nothing beyond what they 
and their actual opponents were about. All I know is, 
that Lord Nelson was afraid the enemy would try and 
get back into Cadiz, and in order to prevent him, he 
resolved to pass through the van of his line. 

At 11.40 A.M. Lord Nelson ordered that ever-memo- 
rable signal to be made — "England expects that 
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evert man will do his DUTY." Nobly, I believe, one 
and all did their duty ; and, oh ! may Englishmen 
never forget that signal in whatever work they may 
be engaged. It was received with loud cheers through- 
out the fleet both by officers and men. The Royal 
Sovereign, Lord Collingwood's ship, led the lee division, 
and at ten minutes past noon commenced the action, 
by passing close under the stern of the Santa Anna, 
discharging her larboard broadside into her, and her 
starboard one at the same time into the Fougueux, 
These two ships fired at her in return, as did the San 
Leandro ahead, and the San Justo and Indomitable, until 
other ships came up and engaged tfiem. The action 
was now general. All that could be seen were wreaths 
of smoke, masts and spars falling, shattered sails, shot 
whizzing by, flames bursting out with a tremendous 
roar of guns, and a constant rattle of musketry ; ships 
closing and firing away at each other, till it appeared 
impossible that they could remain afloat. 

In the afternoon I know that we and the Minotaur 
bore down on four heavy ships of the combined 
squadron, which we hotly engaged, and succeeded in 
cutting off the Spanish. Neptuno. She was bravely 
defended ; but in two hours we compelled her to strike 
her flag, with the loss of her mizenmast and fore and 
maintopmast. No seamen could have fought more 
bravely than did the Spaniards on this occasion ; but 
their bravery did not avail them. As the spars of the 
enemy's ship went tumbling down on deck, and his 
fire slackened, we one and all burst into loud cheers, 
which contributed not a little to damp his courage. 
I forgot, so to speak, my own individuality in that of 
the crew at large — my own sorrows and sufferings. I 
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felt that a great and glorious victory was almost 
won — the most important that English valour, -with 
God's blessing, had ever achieved on the ocean. I 
felt certain that the victory would be gained by its. 
My spirits rose. I cheered and cheered away as loudly 
as the rest Many of oar people had been struck 
down and carried below, though comparatively few had 
been killed outright. I saw my messmates wounded ; 
but it never for a moment occurred to me that I should 
be called on to share their fete. Suddenly, as I was 
hauling away at my gun, I felt a stunning terrific blow. 
I tottered and fell. I was in no great pain, only hor- 
ribly sick. The blood left my cheeks. It seemed to 
be leaving me altogether. "Carry him below," I 
heard some one say. " He's not dead, is he V Then 
I knew that I was badly wounded ; I did not know 
how badly. I was almost senseless as I was conveyed 
below, where I found myself with a number of my ship- 
mates, who had lately been full of life and activity, 
strong, hearty men, now lying pale and maimed or 
writhing in agony. One of the surgeons soon came 
to me and gave me restoratives, and I then knew 
where I was, and that my left arm was shattered, and 
my side wounded. I thought at that time that I had 
suffered a very great misfortune; but I had reason 
afterwards to believe that I ought to have been 
thankful for what had occurred. I said that we were 
engaged with the Spanish ship the Neptuno. In spite 
of the hammering we gave her, her people continued to 
serve her guns with undaunted courage. At length, 
when we had knocked away bis mizenmasts and main 
and foretopmasts, and killed and wounded a number 
of her people, and sent many a shot through her hull, 
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her crew seeing that numbers of the combined fleet 
had already succumbed to British valour, hauled down 
their colours. I heard the cheering shout given by 
my shipmates, and discovered the cessation of the 
firing from no longer experiencing the dreadful jar, 
which the guns caused each time they were discharged. 
As soon as any of our boats could be got into a con- 
dition to lower, the prize was taken possession of. I 
found afterwards that my name was called over to 
form one of the prize crew ; but when it was known 
that I was wounded, another hand was sent in my 
place. I had been selected by the first lieutenant, 
who looked upon me as a very steady man, and wished 
to recommend me for promotion. I give an account 
of what befel the prize, as narrated to me by a ship- 
mate. 

"You know, Weatherhelm," said he, when I met 
him some months afterwards, " that I formed one of 
the prize crew sent to take possession of her. Before 
we got her sufficiently into order to be manageable, 
we fell on board the Temiraire, one of our own 
squadron. We little thought at that time that our 
beloved chief was lying in the cockpit of the Victory 
mortally wounded. He had been struck by the fatal 
bullet at 1.25, while walking his quarter-deck, and at 
4.30 he expired without a groan. Lord Kelson had 
directed that the fleet with the prizes should anchor as 
soon as the victory was complete ; but Lord Colling- 
wood, who now took the command, differed on the 
subject, and ordered the ships to keep under way 
being of opinion that the less injured ships might the 
better help the crippled ones. Our ship was less 
injured than most ; for we only had our maintopmasts 
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wounded. Our prize, however, was in a very crippled 
condition. She had lost her fore and mizenmasts by 
the board, and as it was late in the afternoon before 
we took possession of her, after which we had to 
secure the prisoners and send them on board pur ship 
and the Minotaur, it was nearly night before we could 
begin putting the ship to rights. We had then, in 
the dark to work away to set up a jury, fore, and 
mizenmast. We laboured all night, and by the morn- 
ing had them both standing. The morning, after that 
never-to-be-forgotten battle, broke dark and lowering, 
giving every indication of a gale. How little pre- 
pared to encounter it were the greater portion of the 
ships which had been engaged in the desperate struggle. 
Down came the gale upon us from the westward. 
Every instant it increased, and very soon our two jury- 
masts were carried away, leaving us a helpless wreck 
on the raging waters. The Spanish coast was under 
our lee, and towards it we were rapidly driving. 

" A lee-shore, on any occasion, is not a pleasant object 
of contemplation, but still worse was it for us when we 
remembered that it was inhabited by our enemies, whose 
ships we had just so soundly thrashed. We tried to 
range one of our cables to bring up, but it was useless 
to trust to it a moment, it had been so much injured 
by the shot. It soon became evident that if the gale 
continued, we should drive ashore or go down. 
Anxiously we looked out to windward, but in the pros* 
pect on that side there was very little to cheer us, and 
still less was there on the other side, where a few miles 
off only the sea broke on the rock-bound inhospitable 
shore. Towards that shore we were rapidly driving. 
The gale came down on us stronger and stronger. 
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' There's no Kelp for it f exclaimed our commanding 
officer with a deep sigh, for he felt, as we all did, that 
it was very hard to win a prize and to have helped to 
win a great victory, and then to lose our prize and 
perhaps our lives. 'Up with the helm — keep her 
dead before the wind !' he added, going forward with 
his glass, as did the other officers, looking out for a 
spot free from rocks into which to run the ship. 
Evening was coming on, and he saw that it was better 
to go on shore in the daytime, when we might take 
advantage of any chance of saving ourselves, instead of 
at night, when our chance would be small indeed. 
Orders were given for every man to prepare as best he 
could to save himself. On we drove towards the shore. 
We had a large number of prisoners on board. As we 
approached the land they were all released, the danger 
pointed out to them, and they were told to try and 
save themselves, the officers promising that they would 
try and help them. 

"There was little time for preparation. Every 
moment the gale was increasing. The roar of the surf 
on the shore was terrific, sadly warning us of the fate 
of the ship once cast within its power. Even the 
bravest turned pale as they saw the danger. The 
Spaniards, bravely as they had fought, tore their hair, 
shrieked, and called on their saints to help them, but 
did little to make ready for the coming catastrophe. 
We, with our axes,, tore up the decks, and each man 
provided himself with a spar or bit of timber on which 
he might float when washed overboard, as we expected 
soon to be. Darkness overtook us sooner even than 
we had calculated. In thick gloom, with a driving 
rain and a howling wind, the ship was hove in among 
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the breakers. She struck with terrific violence. The 
sea broke furiously over us. I know little more. I 
received a blow on my head, I suppose. When I came 
to myself, I was lying on the beach and unable to 
move. Then I saw lights approaching, and I found 
myself lifted up and carried to a cottage, where my 
head was bound up and food was given me. I found 
the next day that not ten of the prize crew had 
escaped, but that of the Spaniards upwards of forty 
had been washed safely on shore. I was treated kindly, 
but afterwards carried off to prison. A Spanish 
prison is one of the last places in which a man would 
like to take up his abode; and, my dear Weatherhelm, 
you may believe me, I am right glad to find myself 
exchanged and once more treading the shores of old 
England." Such was the account my old shipmate gave 
me ; and then I felt, as I have said, that I should be 
thankful for what had happened to me. To return to 
my own adventures. Our ship had a long passage 
home, for in her crippled condition we could carry very 
little sail. This gave me a longer time to recover 
before landing. From .my abstemious habits, I did 
not suffer as much as many of my companions in mis- 
fortune, several of whom died of their wounds from 
inflammation setting in caused by their previous in- 
temperate mode of life. 

We at last reached Plymouth, and I was carried to 
the hospital. I . longed to wiite to my wife, and yet 
my heart sank within me when I thought that I 
should have to tell her what a maimed and altered 
being I was. I fancied that she would not know me, 
and would look on me with horror. When the sur- 
geon saw me, directly I was carried to the hospital, he 



. MY ENEMY FOUND. 381 

bid me cheer up, and that he thought I should soon 
be strong enough to move. Scarcely had he left me, 
when I heard a man groaning heavily in the bed next 
to mine. The groans ceased. I asked the sufferer 
what was the matter with him. I was startled when 
he answered in a voice which I knew at once, " I am 
dying, and going I know not where, with a thousand 
sins on my head unrepented of and unforgiven." 
It was Iffley who spoke. I was not certain whether 
he knew me. % I answered, " There is forgiveness for 
the greatest of sinners. Repent. Trust in Christ. 
His blood will wash away all your sins." There was 
no reply for some time. I thought that he had ceased 
to breathe. 

"Who are you, who says that?" he exclaimed 
suddenly ; " you think that I do not know you. I 
knew you from the first, and I believe you know me. 
Can you forgive me who has injured you so severely— 
who would have injured you still more had he found 
the opportunity. Weatherhelm, I ask you, can you 
forgive me?" 

I was silent for some minutes. There was a severe 
strife in my bosom. I prayed earnestly for God's 
Holy Spirit. I uttered the words, " Forgive us our 
trespasses as we forgive them that trespass against us." 
I felt that I could reply with sincerity, " Iffley, I do 
forgive you — from my heart — truly and freely." 

" Then t can believe that God will forgive me," he 
cried out with almost a shriek of joy. "Yes, the 
chaplain here and others have talked to me about it. 
I could not believe them. I felt that I was far too 
guilty, and too wretched an outcast; but I am sure that 
what man can do, God will do. Yes, Weatherhelm, 
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you have given a peace to my heart I never expected to 
dwell there. Go on, talk to me on that subject. Fray 
with me. I have no time to talk on any other subject, 
to tell you of my past career. That matters not. My 
hours are numbered. Any moment I feel may be my 
last on earth. Go on, go on." 

I did talk long and earnestly to him, and what I 
said seemed to increase his comfort Our conversation 
was interrupted by a visitor, who came round, and 
read and talked to the poor wounded occupants of the 
wards. He came to my lied. I looked up in his face, 
and recognised in him my old friend and commander, 
Captain Tooke. He had left the sea, I found, and 
having a competence, thus employed himself in visiting 
hospitals, especially those which contained seamen, and 
in other works of a labouring Christian. I told him 
what had occurred between me and Iffley. He sat by 
the bedside of my former shipmate, and talked, and 
read to him, and prayed with him. His voice ceased. 
I saw him bending over Iffley. Slowly he turned 
round to me. " He is gone," he said, in a low voice. 
" He placed his hope on one who is ready and able to 
forgive, and I am sure that he is forgiven." Captain 
Tooke promised to write to my wife to break to her 
the news of my wound. I got rapidly round. Indeed, 
the doctors said I might venture to move to my home 
whenever I pleased. Just then business called Captain 
Tooke to Portsmouth, and he invited me to accompany 
him. We found a vessel on the point of sailing there. 
We had a quick and smooth run, and in two days we 
were put on shore at the point at the entrance of the 
harbour. A hackney-coach was sent for, and we drove 
to Southsea. When I got near the house where I had 
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left my uncle and aunt, and where I hoped to find my 
beloved wife, I felt so faint, that I begged to be put 
down, thinking that the fresh air would revive me. 
Captain Tooke thought the same, and so, getting out 
of the carriage, he told me to sit down on a low wall 
near at hand, while he went on to announce my 
coming. While there, a little rosy, fair-haired boy 
ran laughing by, as if trying to escape from some one. 
I sprang forward, and putting out my hand, he took 
it and looked up in my face. I cannot describe the 
tumultuous feelings which came rushing into my bosom 
when I saw that child. "Who are you, my little 
fellow ? What's your name V I asked, with a tremu- 
lous voice. 

"Willand — Willand Wetherholm," he answered, 
plainly. 

Yes, my feelings had not deceived me. I took him 
up in my arms, he nothing loth, though he looked 
inquiringly at my empty sleeve. " And your mother, 
boy, where is she V* I asked, still more agitated. 

" In there," he answered, pointing to our old abode. 
" She no guess I run away." 

I now went up to the house, with the child hanging 
round my neck. I was blessed, indeed. There was 
my own dear wife, still pale from her anxiety about 
me, weeping, but it was with joy at seeing me; and 
there were my kind uncle and dear aunt Bretta, just 
as I had always known her. 

My tale is ended. I never went to sea again, but 
in a short time obtained the same employment in 
which I was engaged when I was pressed. Never 
after that did I for a moment doubt God's good provi- 
dence and loving-kindness to all those who put their 
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trust in him. He afflicts us for our good. He tries 
us because he loves us. Reader, whatever may occur, 
trust in God and in his Son, whose blood can alone 
wash away all your sins. Love him, confide in him, 
and let your great hope, your chief aim, be to dwell 
with him for eternity. 



THE END. 
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Charlie," "Sidney Grey/' &c. Illustrated by John 
Absolon. Super-royal 16mo, price 3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. 

TUPPY; 

Or, the Autobiography of a Donkey. By the Author of 
" The Triumphs of Steam," &c. &c. Illustrated by Har- 
rison Weir. Super-royal 16mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. 

FUNNY FABLES FOR LITTLE FOLKS. 

By Frances Fbeeling Brodebip (Daughter of the late 
Thomas Hood). Illustrated by her Brother. Super-royal 
16mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 



GRIFFITH AND FABBAN, 



THE HISTORY OF A QUARTERN LOAF. 

Rhymes and Pictures. By William Newman. 12 Hhis- 
trations. Price Is. 

A WOMAN'S SECRET; 

Or, How to Make Home Happy. 18mo, with Frontispi 
Price 6d. 



\* This little work is admirably adapted for circulation among the 
isf classes, being written in a pleasing and attractive style, and containing 
useful receipts for preparing plain, cheap, and nutritious food. 

HAND SHADOWS, 

To be thrown upon the Wall. A Series of Novel and 
Original Designs. By Henby Bubsill. 4to, price 2s. 6d. 
plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 

" Uncommonly clever— some wonderful effects are produced."— The Press. 

A SECOND SERIES OF HAND SHADOWS; 

With Eighteen New Subjects. By H. Bubsill. Price 
2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 

THE TRIUMPHS OF STEAM; 

Or, Stobies fbom the Lives of Watt, Abkwbight, and 
Stephenson. By the Author of "Might not Right," " Our 
Eastern Empire/' Ac. With Illustrations by J. Gilbert. 
Dedicated by permission to Robert Stephenson, Esq., M.P. 
Royal 16mo, price 3s. 6d. cloth ; 4a. 6cL coloured, gilt edges. 
" A most delicious volume of eiamj>\es."--AH Journal. 

THE WAR TIOER; 

Or, Adventubes and Wondebful Fobtunes of thb 

Young Sea-Chief and his Lad Chow. By William 

Dalton, Author of " The Wolf Boy of China," Illustrated 

by H. S. Melville. Fcap. 8vo, price 5s. cloth extra. 

" A tale of lively adventure, vigorously told, and embodying much eurious 
inform&tion."— Illustrated Newt. 

THE BOX'S OWN TOT MAKER i 

A Practical Illustrated Guide to the useful employment of 
Leisure Hours. By E. Landells. Second Edition. With 
upwards of 150 Cuts. Royal 16 mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth. 

" A new and valuable form of endless amusement." — Nonconformist. 
" We recommend it to all who have children to be instructed and amused.** 
— Economist. 



SUCCESSORS TO NEWBERY AND HARRIS. 



BY THE LATE THOMAS HOOD. 

THE HEADLONG CAREER AND WOFUL ENDING OF 

PRECOCIOUS PIGGY. Written for his Children, by the 
late Thomas Hood. With a Preface by his Daughter ; and 
Illustrated by his Son. Post 4to, price 2s. 6d. coloured. 

"The Illustrations are intensely humorous." — The Critic, 



THE FAIBT TALES OF SCIENCE; 

A Book for Youth. By J. C. Brough. With 16 beautiful 
Illustrations by C. H. Bennett. Fcap. 8vo, price 5s. cloth. 

Contents: 1. The Age of Monsters. — 2. The Amber 
Spirit.— 3. The Four Elements.— 4. The Life of an Atom.— 
5. A Little Bit. — 6. Modern Alchemy. — 7. Magic of a Sun- 
beam. — 8. Two Eyes Better than One.— 9. The Mermaid's 
Home. — 10. Animated Flowers. — 11. Metamorphoses. — 12. 
The Invisible World.— 13. Wonderful Plants.— 14. Water 
Bewitched. — 15. Pluto's Kingdom. — 16. Moving Lands. — 
17. The Gnomes.— 18. A Flight through Space.— 19. The 
Tale of a Comet. — 20. The Wonderful Lamp. 

" Science, perhaps, was never made more attractive and easy of entrance 
into the youthful mind."— The Builder. 

"Altogether the volume is one of the most original, as well as one of the 
most useful, books of the season." — Gentleman' $ Magazine, 

PAUL BLAKE ; 

Or, The Story of a Boy's Perils in the Islands of Corsica 
and Monte Cbisto. By Alfred Elwes, Author of " Ocean 
and her Rulers." Illustrated by Anelat. Fcap. 8 vo, 5s. cloth. 

" This spirited and engaging story will lead our young friends to a very 
intimate acquaintance with the islandof Corsica." — Art Journal, 

SUNDAY EVENINGS WITH SOPHIA; 

Or, Little Talks on Great Subjects. A Book for Girls. 
By Leonora G. Bell. With Frontispiece by J. Absolon. 
Fcap. 8vo, price 2s. 6d. cloth. 
" A very suitable gift for a thoughtful girl." — BeU'e Mettenger, 

SCENES OF ANIMAL LIFE AND CHARACTER; 

From Nature and Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By 

J. B. 4to, price 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coloured, fancy 

boards. 

" Truer, heartier, more playful, or more enjoyable sketches of animal life 
could scarcely be found anywhere."— Spectator, 



GBICTTTO ASD F AREAS, 



THREE CHBI8TMA8 PUTS FOR CHILDREN; 

THE SLEEPER AWAKENED. THE WONDERFUL 
BIRD. CBINOLHTE. By Thebes* Pulszkt. With 
Original Music, by Jausa; and Three Hlastzatioiis by 
Abjotage, coloured. Price 3a. 6d. cloth, gilt edges. 

DER SCHWATZER; 

Or, The Pbattleb. An nnn , " ll> g Introduction to the Ger- 
man Language, on the Plan of "Le Babillard." With 16 
Illustrations. 16mo, price 2s» cloth. 

TABULAR VIEWS OP THE GEOGRAPHY AND SACRED 

HISTOBY OF PALESTINE, & OF THE TRAVELS 
OF ST. PAUL. Intended for Pnpil Teachers, and others 
engaged in Class Teaching. By A. T. White. Oblong 8 vo, 
price Is. sewed. 



MIGHT NOT RIGHT; 

Or, STOBD68 OF THE DlBCOTEUT AND COHQUBST OP 

Ajcebioa. By the Author of " Our Eastern Empire," &c- 

Ulustrated by J. Gilbert, Royal lfimo, price 3s. 6cL 

cloth ; 4s. 6d« coloured, and gilt edge*. 

"With the fortunes of Columbus, Cortes, sod Pizaoo, for the staple) of 
these stories, the writer has succeeded in producing a very interesting 
volume."— Illustrated News. 

JACK FROST AND BETTY SNOW; 

With otheb Talks fob Wihtby Nights axd Raixt 

Days. Illustrated by EL Wbuj. 2s. 6U cloth ; 8s. 6d. 

coloured, gilt edges. 

" The dedication of these pretty tales proves by whom they are written ; 
they are indelibly stamped with that natural and graceful method of amusing 
while instructing, which only persons of geaiue possess.**—.!'* Journal. 

OLD NURSE'S BOOK OF RHYMES, JINGLES, AND 

Ditties. Edited and: Illustrated by C. H. Beknett, 
Author of "Shadows." With Ninety Engravings. Fcap. 
4 to, price 3s. 6cL cloth, plain, or 6s. coloured. 

" The illustrations are all so replete with fan and imagination, that we 
scarcely know who will be most pleased with the book, the good-natured 
grandfa t her who gives it, or the chubby grandchild who gets it, for a 
Chxistmas-Box."— JTo<#» and Queries. 

MAUD SUMMERS THE SIGHTLESS; 

A Narrative fob the Young. Illustrated by Absolon. 
3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
" A touching and beautiful story."— Christian Treasury. 



SUCCESSORS TO NEWBERY AND HARRIS. 



CLARA HOPE; 

Or, The Blade and the Ear. By Miss Milner. With 

Frontispiece by Bibeet Foster. Fcap. 8vo, price 3s. 6d. 

cloth ; 4s. 6d. cloth elegant, gilt edges. 

" A beautiful narrative, showing how bad habits may be eradicated, and 
evil tempers subdued." — British Mother* $ Journal. 

THE ADVENTURES AND EXPERIENCES OF BIDDY 

Dorking, and of the Fat Frog. Edited by Mrs. S. C. 
Hall. Illustrated by H. Weir. 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. 
" Most amusingly and wittily told."— Morning Herald. 



ATTRACTIVE AND INSTRUCTIVE AMUSEMENT 
FOR THE YOUNG. 

HOME PASTIME ; 

Or, The Child's Own Tot Maker. With practical 
instructions. By E. Landells. Price 5s. complete, with 
the Cards and Descriptive Letterpress. 

%* By this novel and ingenious u Pastime," beautiful Models 
can be made by Children from the Cards, by attending to the 
Plain and Simple Instructions in the Book. 

Contents: 1. Wheelbarrow. — 2. Cab. — 3. Omnibus. — 
4. Nursery Yacht. — 5. French Bedstead. — 6. Perambu- 
lator. — 7. Railway Engine. — 8. Railway Tender. — 9. Rail- 
way Carriage. — 10. Prince Albert's Model Cottage. — 11. 
Windmill.— 12. Sledge. 

" As a delightful exercise of ingenuity, and a most sensible mode of pass- 
ing a winter's evening, we commend the Child's own Toy Maker." — Illus- 
trated Newt. 

" Should be in every house blessed with the presence of children."—- The 
Field. 



HISTORICAL ACTING CHARADES; 

Or, Amusements for Winter Evenings. By the Author 
of "Cat and Dog," &c. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, price 
3a. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges. 
"A rare book for Christmas parties, and of practical value." — lUuttrated Neve. 

THE STORY OF JACK AND THE GIANTS ; 

With Thirty-five Illustrations by Richard Doyle. Beauti- 
fully printed. New and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 4to, price 
2s. 6d. infancy bds. ; 4s. 6d. coloured, extra cloth, gilt edges. 

" In Doyle's drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secure the 
book a place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the imagi- 
nations of children." — Illustrated Times. 
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HISTORY OF INDIA FOR THE YOUNG. 

OUR EASTERN EMPIRE ; 

Or, Stories from the Histobt or British India. By the 
Author of "The Martyr Land," "Might not Right," &c. 
With Four Illustrations. Second Edition, with continua- 
tion to the Proclamation of Queen Victoria. Royal 16mo, 
doth, 8s. (ML ; 4s. 6d. coloured. 
" These stories are charming, and convey a general view of the progress of 
our Empire in the Bast. The tales are told with admirable clearness." — 



THE MARTYR LAND ; 

Or, Tales op the Vaudois. By the Author of "Our 
Eastern Empire," Ac. Frontispiece by J. Gilbert. 
Royal 16mo, price 3a. 6cL cloth. 

"While practical lessons ran throughout, they are never obtruded; the 
whole tone is refined without affectation, religions and cheerful." — Englith 
Chwrchntan. 

JULIA MAITLAND ; 

Or, Pride goes before a Fall. By M. and E. Kjrbt, 
Authors of "The Talking Bird," Ac. Illustrated by John 
Absolon. Price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6cL coloured, gilt edges. 

" It is nearly such a story as Miss Edgeworth might have written on the 
same theme." — The jPreu. 

PICTURES FROM THE PYRENEES ; 

Or, Agnes' and Kate's Travels. By Caroline Bell. 

With numerous Illustrations. Small 4to, price Ss. 6d. 

cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" With admirable simplicity of manner it notices the towns, the scenery, 
the people, and the natural phenomena of this grand mountain region."— 
The Preee. 

THE EARLY DAWN; 

Or, Stories to think about. By a Country Clergyman. 

Illustrated by H. Weir, &c. Small 4to, price 2s. 6d. 

cloth ; 8s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" The matter is both wholesome and instructive, and must fascinate as 
well as benefit the young." — LiteraHum* 

ANGELO j 

Or, the Pine Forest among the Alps. By Geraldinb 
E. Jewsbury, Author of " The Adopted Child," &c. With 
Illustrations by John Absolon. Small 4to, price 2s. 6<L 
cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 
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'' As pretty a child's story as one might look for on a winter's day."— 
Examiner. 



SUCCESSORS TO NEWBERY AND HARRIS. 



GRANNY'S WONDERFUL CHAIR; 

And its Tales op Fairy Times. By Frances Browne. 
With Illustrations by Kenny Meadows. Small 4to, 
3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" One of the happiest Mendings of marvel and moral we hare ever seen." 
— Literary Gazette. 



ALFRED CROWQUILL. 

TALES OF MAGIC AND MEANING; 

Written and Illustrated by Alfred Cbowquill, Author of 
"Funny Leaves for the Younger Branches," " The Careless 
Chicken," "Picture Fables," &c. Small 4to, price 3s. 6d. 
cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" Cleverly written and abounding in frolic and pathos, and inculcate so 
pure a moral, that we must pronounce him a very fortunate little fellow who 
catches these * Tales of Magic* from a Christmas-tree." — Athenctun. 



FAGGOTS FOB THE FIRESIDE ; 

Or, Tales op Fact and Fancy. By Peter Parley. With 
Twelve Tinted Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

Contents : The Boy Captive ; or, Jumping Babbit's 
Story— The White Owl— Tom Titmouse— The Wolf and 
Fox — Bob Link — Autobiography of a Sparrow — The Chil- 
dren of the Sun : a Tale of the Incas — The Soldier and 
Musician — The Rich Man and his Son — The Avalanche- 
Flint and Steel — Songs of the Seasons, &c. 

" A new work by Peter Parley is a pleasant greeting for all boys and girls, 
wherever the English language ia-apoi te n or read. He has a happy method 
of conveying information, while seeming to address himself to the imagina- 
tion."— The Critic. 



THE DISCONTENTED CHILDREN; 

And how they webe Cured* By Mary and Elizabeth 
Kirby, Authors of "The Talking Bird," &c. Illustrated 
by H. K. Browne (Phiz). Second Edition, price 2s. 6d. 
cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" We know no better method of banishing 'discontent' from school-room 
and nursery than by introducing this wise and clever story to their inmates." 
— Art Journal. 
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THR TALKING BIRD j 

Or, The Little Gibl who knew what was going to 
Happen. By M. and £. Kirby, Authors of "The Dis- 
contented Children/' &c. With Illustrations by Hablot 
K. Browne (Phiz). Price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 

" The story is tagenioualy told, and the moral clearly shown."— jifA<w tanas. 



THE MERRY WEDDING; 

Dedicated without permission to the Brides of England. In 
Six Plates, with verses. Oblong 4to, price 2s. 6d. plain ; 
8s. 6d.coloured. 



WORDS BY THE WAYSIDE ; 

Or, The Children and the Flowers. By Emily Attojt. 
With Illustrations by H. Anelat. Small 4to, price 3s. 6d. 
cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" Seldom have we opened a book designed for young people which has 
afforded us greater satisfaction. It has our most cordial commendation." — 
British Mother' $ Magazine. 

" The simple and quiet maimer in which the beauties of nature are gra- 
dually unfolded is so fascinating, and the manner in which everything is 
associated with the Creator is so natural and oharming, that we strongly re- 
commend the book."— Bell's Messenger. 



PLAYING AT SETTLERS ; 

Or, The Faggot House. By Mrs. R. Lee, Author of 
"The African Wanderers," " Adventures in Australia," &c. 
Price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 



" A pleasant story, drawn from the reminiscences of the author's own 
Wife."— r ~ 



ebM-U£e."—The Press. 



THE BEMARKABLE HISTORY OF THE HOUSE THAT 

JACK BUILT. Splendidly Illustrated and magnificently 
Illuminated by The Son of a Genius. Price 2s., infancy 
cover. 

" Magnificent in suggestion, and most comical in expression."— 
Athen<BWH, 



LAUGH AND GROW WISH; 

By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. With Sixteen Large 
Coloured Plates. Quarto. Price 2s. 6d. fancy boards. 



SUCCESSORS TO XEWBERY AND HARRIS. 
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LETTERS FROM SARAWAK, 

Addressed to a Child. Embracing an Account of the Man- 
ners, Customs, and Religion of the Inhabitants of Borneo, 
with Incidents of Missionary Life among the Natives. By 
Mbs. M 'Doug all. Fourth Thousand, enlarged in size, 
with Illustrations. 8s. 6d. cloth. 

" All is new, interesting, and admirably told." — Church and State Gazette. 



ALFRED CROWQU ILL'S COMICAL BOOKS. 
Uniform in nee with " The Struwwelpeter." 

PICTCRE TABLES. 

Written and Illustrated with Sixteen large coloured Plates, 
by Alfred Crowquill. Price 2s. 6d. 

THE CARELESS CHICKEN. 

By the Baron Krakemsides. With Sixteen large coloured 
Plates, by Alfred Crowquill. 4 to, 2s. 6d. 

FUMY LEAVES FOR THE YOUNGER BRANCHES. 

By the Baron Krakemsides of Burstenoudelafen Castle. 
Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. Coloured Plates. 2s. 6d. 



BY MRS BRAY. 

A PEEP AT THE PIXIES; 

Or, Legends of the West. By Mrs. Brat, Author of 
"The Borders of the Tamar and the Tavy," "Life of 
Stothard," "Trelawny," &c. &c. With Illustrations by 
Harlot K. Browne (Phiz). Super-royal 16mo, price 
38. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

"A peep at the actual Pixies of Devonshire, faithfully described by Mrs. 
Bray, is a treat. Her knowledge of the locality, her affection for her sub- 
ject, her exquisite feeling for nature, and her real delight in fairy lore, have 
given a freshness to the little volume we did not expect. The notes at the 
end contain matter of interest for all who feel a desire to know the origin of 
such tales and legends."— Art Journal. 



OCEAN AND HEREDIERS; 

A Narrative of the Nations who have from the Earliest 

Ages held dominion over the Sea ; comprising a brief History 

of Navigation, from the remotest Periods to the Present 

Time. By Alfred Elwes. With Frontispiece by Scott. 

Fcap. 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

•■ The volume is replete with valuable and interesting information; and 
we cordially recommend it as a useful auxiliary in the school-room, and 
entertaining companion in the library." — Morning Post. 
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A BOOK FOR EVERY CHILD. 

THE FAVOURITE PICTUBE-BOOK ; 

A Gallery of Delights, designed for the Amusement and 
Instruction of the Young. With several hundred Illustra- 
tions from Drawings by J. Absolon, H. K. Browne 
(Phiz), J. Gilbert, T. Landseer, J. Leech, J. S. Pbout, 
H. Weib, &c. Royal 4to, price 3s. 6d. bound in an elegant 
cover; 7s. 6d. coloured, or mounted on cloth. 



THE DAY OF A BABY-BOY; 

A Story for a Little Child. By E. Bkkoeb, with Illustra- 
tions by John Absolon. Second Edition. Super-royal 
16mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6<L coloured, gilt edges. 

" A sweet little book for the nursery."— Christian Timet. 



BY THE AUTHOR OF "THE DOLL AND HER FRIENDS." 

CAT. AND DOG; 

Or, Memoirs op Puss and the Captain. A Story founded 

on Fact. Illustrated by Harrison Weir. Fifth Edition. 

Super- royal 16 mo, 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" The author of this amusing little tale is evidently a keen observer of 
nature. The illustrations are well executed ; and the moral which points 
the tale is conveyed in the most attractive form." — Britannia. 



THE DOLL AND HEB FBIENDS; 

Or, Memoirs of the Lady Seraphina. Third Edition. 
With Four Illustrations by H. K. Browne (Phiz). Small 
4to, 28. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

"Evidently written by one who has brought great powers to bear upon 
a small matter." — Morning Herald. 



MISS JEWSBURY. 

CLABISSA DONNELLY; 

Or, The History of an Adopted Child. By Miss 
Geraldine E. Jewsbury. With an Illustration by John 
Absolon. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges. 

"With. wonderful power, only to be matched by as admirable a sim- 
plicity, Miss Jewsbury has narrated the history of a child. For nobility of 
purpose, for simple, nervous writing, and for artistio construction, it is one 
of the most valuable works of the day."— Lady's Companion, 



SUCCESSORS TO NEWBERY AND HARRIS. 
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WORKS BY THE LATE MRS. R. LEE. 

ANECDOTES OF THE HABITS AND INSTINCTS OF 

BIRDS, FISHES, AND REPTILES. With Six Illus- 
trations by Harrison Weir. Foap. 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

ANECDOTES OF THE HABITS AND INSTINCTS OF 

ANIMALS. Second Edition. With Six Illustrations by 
Harbison Weir. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

"Amusing, instructive, and ably "written." — Literary Gazette. 
" Mrs. Lee's authorities — to name only one, Professor Owen— are, for 
the most part, first-rate." — Athenctum. 



TWELVE STORIES OF THE SAYINGS AND DOINGS OF 

ANIMALS. With Illustrations by J. W. Archer. 
Super-royal 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" It is just such books as this that educate the imagination of children, 
and enlist, their sympathies for the brute creation." — Nonoonformitt. 

ADYENTUBES IN AUSTRALIA; 

Or, The Wanderings op Captain Spencer in the Bush 
and the Wilds. Second Edition. Illustrated by Prout. 
Fcap. 8vo, 5s. cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 

" The work cannot fail to achieve an extensive popularity." — Art Journal. 
" This volume should find a place in every school library, and it will, we 
are sure, be a very welcome and useful prize." — Educational Times. 

THE AFBICAN WANDERERS; 

Or, The Adventures op Carlos and Antonio ; embracing 
interesting Descriptions of the Manners and Customs of the 
Western Tribes. Third Edition; With Eight Engravings. 
Foap. 8vo, 5s. cloth ; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 

" For fascinating adventure and rapid succession of incident, the volume 
is equal to any relation of travel we ever read. It exhibits marked ability 
as well as extensive knowledge, and deserves perusal frou* all ages."— 
Britannia. 

" In strongly recommending this admirable work to the attention of 
young readers, we feel that we are rendering a real service to the cause of 
African civilization." — Patriot, 



SIB THOMAS; 

Or, The Adventures op a Cornish Baronet in Western 
Africa. With Illustrations by J. Gilbert. Fcap. 8vo, 
cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

"The tale gives a faithful picture of the manners and customs of the 
people of Fanti."— Morning Pott. 
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FAMILIAR XATCRAL HISTOBT. 

With Forty-two Illustrations from Original Drawings by 
TTabbihok Weib. Super-royal 16mo> 3s. 6d- doth, plain ; 
6s. coloured, gilt edges. 

HARRY HAWKINS'S HBOOK; 

Showing how he Learned to Aspirate his IPs. Frontis- 
piece bj EL Weir. Super-royal 16mo, price 6d. 

«• JfofmmSj or schoolroom within, or indeed beyond, the sound of Bow 
bells, should be without this merry manual."— A* JomrmmL 



THE FAMILY BIBLE NEWLY OPENED; 

With Uncle Goodwin's Account of it. By Jeffebts 
Taylor, Author of "A Glance at the Globe," && Frontis- 
piece by J. Gilbebt. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

" A very good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the taste, 
feelings, and intelligence of young people." — Educational Timet. 



" Parents will also find it a great aid in the religious teaching of their 
families."— Edinburgh Witneu. 



KATE AND ROSALIND; 

Or, Eablt Experiences. By the Author of " Quicksands 
on Foreign Shores," &c. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt 
edges. 

"A book of nnnsnal merit. The story is exceedingly well told, and the 
characters are drawn with a freedom and boldness seldom met with."— 
Church qf England Quarterly. 

"We hare not room to exemplify the skill with which Pnseyism is tracked 
and detected. The Irish scenes are of an excellence that has not been sur- 
passed since the best days of Miss Bdgeworth." — Fraur % $ Magazine 



GOOD IN EVERYTHING ; 

Or, The Early History of Gilbert Harland. By Mbs. 
Babwell, Author of " Little Lessons for Little Learners," 
&c. Second Edition. With Illustrations by John Gilbebt. 
Royal 16mo, 3s. 6d. cloth; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" The moral of this exquisite little tale will do more good than a thousand 
set tasks abounding with dry and uninteresting truisms." — BeWt Meuenger. 



WORKS BY W. H. G. KINGSTON. 

FBEDMAREBAM IN RUSSIA; 

Or, The Boy Travellers in tb* Land of the Czar. 
With Illustrations by R. T. Landells. Fcap. 8vo, price 5s. 
cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 

" Most admirably does this book unite a capital narrative with the com- 
munication of valuable information respecting Russia." — Nonconformist. 

SALT WATER ; 

Or, Neil D'Arcy's Sea Life and Adventures (a Book 

for Boys). With Eight Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, price 5s. 

cloth ; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 

" With the exception of Captain Marryat, we know of no English author 
who will compare with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical adven- 
ture."— Illustrated New*. 

BLUE JACKETS; 

Or, Chips of the Old Block. A Narrative of the Gallant 
Exploits of British Seamen, and of the principal Events in the 
Naval Service during the Reign of Her Most Gracious 
Majesty Queen Victoria. Post 8vo, price 7s. 6d. cloth. 

"A more acceptable testimonial than this to the valour and enterprise of 
the British Navy has not issued from the press for many years."— The Critic, 

MANCO, THE PERUVIAN CHIEF. 

With Illustrations by. Carl Sohmolze. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. 

cloth ; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 

" A capital book; the story being one of much interest, and presenting a 
good account of the history and institutions, the customs and manners of the 
country." — Literary Gazette. ' 

MARX SEAWORTH; 

A Tale of the Indian Ocean. By the Author of "Peter 
the Whaler/' &c. With Illustrations by J. Abbolon. 
Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. cloth; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 

"No more interesting, nor more safe book, can be put into the hands of 
youth ; and to boys especially * Mark Seaworth' will be a treasure of de- 
light."-^r< Journal. 

PETER THE WHALER; 

His Early Life and Adventures in the Arctic Regions. 
Second Edition. With Illustrations by E. Duncan. Fcap. 
8vo, 5s. cloth ; 5s. 6d. gilt edges. 

" A better present for a boy of ah active turn of mind could not be found. 
The tone of the book is manly, healthful, and vigorous."— Weekly News. 

" In short, a book which the old may, but which the young must, read 
when they have once begun it."— Aiheneeum, 
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WORKS BY MRS. LOUDON. 

DOMESTIC PETS; 

Their Habits and Management ; with Illustrative Anecdotes. 
By Mbs. Loudon, Author of " Facts from the World of 
Nature," &c. With Engravings from Drawings by 
Habbison Weib. Second Thousand. Fcap 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

Contents: — The Dog, Cat, Squirrel, Rabbit, G-uinea- 
Pig, White Mice, the Parrot and other Talking- Birds, 
Singing-Birds, Doves and Pigeons, Gold and Silver Fish. 

"A most attractive and instructive little work. All who study Mrs. 
Loudon' 8 pages will be able to treat their pets with certainty and wisdom." 
•—Standard of Freedom, 

FACTS FROM THE WOELD OF XATOKE, 

ANIMATE AND INANIMATE. Part 1. The Eabth. 
Part 2. The Watebs. Part 8. Atmosfhebic Phenomena. 
Part 4. Animal Life. By Mbs. Loudon. With nume- 
rous Illustrations on Wood, and Steel Frontispiece. Third 
Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. cloth, gilt edges. 

" The rare merit of this volume is its comprehensive selection of prominent 
features and striking facts." — Literary Gazette. 

" It abounds with adventure and lively narrative, vivid description, and 
poetic truth." — Illustrated Newt, 

" A volume as charming as it is useful. The illustrations are numerous 
and well executed." — Church and State Gazette. 



TALES OF SCHOOL LIFE. 

By Agnes Loudon, Author of "Tales for Young People." 
With Illustrations by John Absolon. Second Edition. 
Royal 16mo, 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" These reminiscences of school-days will be recognised as truthful pic- 
tures of every-day occurrence. The style is colloquial and pleasant, and 
therefore well suited to those for whose perusal it is intended." — Athentsum. 



TALES FROM CATLAND. 

Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. By an Old 
Tabbt. Illustrated by H. Weib. Third Edition. Small 
4to, 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 

"The combination of quiet humour and Bound sense has made this one of 
the pleasantest little books of the season."— Ladtf* Newspaper. 



\ ■ 
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THE WONDERS OF HOME, IN ELEVEN STORIES. 

By Grandfather Grey. With Illustrations. 2nd Edit, 
roy. 16mo, 3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured. — Contents : — 



A Cup of Tea. 
A Milk-Jug. 
Some Hot Water. 
Jenny's Sash. 
A Tumbler. 

11. This Book. 

"The idea is excellent, and its execution equally commendable. The 
subjects are very happily told in a light yet sensible manner." — Weekly Ne«s. 



Story of — 1. 
3. 
5. 
7. 
9. 



2. 


A Piece op Sugar. 


4. 


A Lump op Coal. 


6. 


A Pin. 


8. 


Harry's Jacket. 


10. 


A Knife. 



EVERY-DAY THINGS; 

Or, Useful Knowledge respecting the Principal Animal, 

Vegetable, and Mineral Substances in Common Use. 

Written for Young Persons, by a Lady. 18mo, 2s. cloth. 

" A little encyclopaedia of useful knowledge; deserring a place in every 
juvenile library." — Evangelical Magazine. 



Second Series. 

First Series. 
Second Series. 



PRICE SIXPENCE EACH, PLAIN f ONE SHILLING, COLOURED. 

In super-royal 16mo, beautifully printed, each with Seven Illus- 
trations by Harrison Weir, and Descriptions by Mrs. Lee. 

1. BRITISH ANIMALS. First Series. 

2. BRITISH ANIMALS. 

3. BRITISH BIRDS. 

4. FOREIGN ANIMALS. 

5. FOREIGN ANIMALS. 

6. FOREIGN BIRDS. 

%* Or bound in One Vol. under the title of "Familiar Natural 

History," seepage 14. 

Uniform in size and price with the above. 

THE FARM AND ITS SCENES. With Six Pictures from 
Drawings by Harrison Weir. 

THE DIVERTING HISTORY OF JOHN GILPIN. With 
Six Illustrations by Watts Phillips. 

THE PEACOCK AT HOME AND THE BUTTERFLY'S 
BALL. With Four Illustrations by Harrison Weir. 



A WORD TO THE WISE ; 

Or, Hints on the Current Impropriety of Expression 
in Writing and Speaking. By Parry Gwynne. Fifth 
Edition. 18mo, price 6& sewed, or Is. cloth, gilt edges. 

"All who wish to mind their p't and q'$ should consult this little volume." 
—Gentleman' 9 Magazine. 

"May be advantageously consulted by even the well-educated." — 
AtheruBum. 



- 
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THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 

A Series of Works for the Young ; each Volume with an 
Illustration by a well-known Artist. Price One Shilling. 

1. THE ESKDALE HEED-BOY. By Lady Stoddabt. 

2. MRS. LEICESTER'S SCHOOL. By Charles and 

Mabt Lamb. 

3. HISTORY OF THE ROBINS. By Mrs. Tbdixkb. 

4. MEMOIRS OF BOB THE SPOTTED TERRIER. 

5. KEEPER'S TRAVELS IN SEARCH OF HIS 

MASTER. 

6. THE SCOTTISH ORPHANS. By Lady Stoddabt. 

7. NEVER WRONG j or, THE YOUNG DISPU- 

TANT ; and " IT WAS ONLY IN FUN." 

8. THE LIFE AND PERAMBULATIONS OF A 

MOUSE. 

9. EASY INTRODUCTION TO THE KNOWLEDGE 

OF NATURE. By Mrs. Trimmer. 

10. RIGHT AND WRONG. By the Author of " Always 

Happy." 

11. HARRY'S HOLIDAY. By Jeffreys Taylob. 

12. SHORT POEMS AND HYMNS FOR CHILDREN. 

The above may be had, Two Volumes bound in one, at Two Shilling* 
cloth ; 'or 2«. 6d. gilt edges, as follows : — 

1. LADY STODDARTTS SCOTTISH TALES. 

2. ANIMAL HISTORIES. The Dog. 

3. ANIMAL HISTORIES. The Robins and Mouse. 

4. TALES FOR BOYS. Harry's Holiday and Never 

Wrong. 

5. TALES FOR GIRLS. Mrs. Leicester's School 

and Right and Wrong. 

6. POETRY AND NATURE. Short Poems and Trim. 

mer's Introduction. 
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ST0BIE8 OF JULIAN AND IKS PLAYFELLOWS. 

Written by his Mamma. With Four Illustrations by John 
Absolon. Second Edition. Small 4to, 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. 
coloured, gilt edges. 

" The lessons taught by Julian's mamma are each fraught with an excel-* 
lent moral." — Morning Adoer titer. 



BLADES AND FLOWEKS ; 

Poems for Children. Frontispiece by H. Anelay. Fcap. 
8vo, price 2s. cloth. 

" Breathing the same spirit as the nursery poems of Jane Taylor." — 
Literary Gazette. 



AUNT JANE'S VERSES FOR CHILDREN. 

By Mrs. T. D. Crewdson. Illustrated with twelve beauti- 
ful Engravings. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

" A oharming little volume of excellent moral and religious tendency." — 
Evangelical Magazine. 



HINTS TO A CLERGYMAN'S WIFE ; 

Or, Female Parochial Duties practically Illustrated. 
Dedicated to the Bev. C. Bridges. Third Edition. Fcap. 
8vo, 8s. cloth. 

CoffTxmra: Parti. Hints relative to Personal Character. Part 2. Hints 
relative to active exertion among the Poor — Cottage Visits — The Sick — 
Schools — Religious Instruction of the Young — Cottage Reading — Parochial 
Library — Suggestions for the Employment of the Poor, &o. 

" This very useful book is evidently the work of an author practically con- 
versant with her subject in all its bearings and details. We cordially recom- 
mend the work to the careful study of all Christian ladies, whose position in 
life gives them influence among the poor of their parish. 1 ' — EngUehwoman't 
Magazine. 



ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. 

KIT BAM, THE BRITISH SINBAD ; 

Or, The Yarns op an Old Mariner. By Mart Cow 
den Clarke, Author of "The Concordance to Shakspeare,' 
&c. Fcap. 8vo, price 3s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges. 



<< 



A more captivating, volume for juvenile recreative reading we never 
remember to have seen. It is as wonderful as the ' Arabian Nights,' while it 
is free from the objectionable matter which characterises the Eastern fiction." 
— Standard of Freedom. 

" Cruikshank's plates are worthy of his genius." — Examiner. 
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THE HISTORY OF A FAMILY; 

Or, Religion oub Best Support. With an Illustration 
on Steel by John Absolon. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

^ " A natural and gracefully written story, pervaded by a tone of scriptural 
piety, and well calculated to foster just views of life and doty. We hope it 
will find its way into many English homes." — Englishwoman' a Magazine. 



EHIMEB OF BOYALTY. 

The History of* England in Verse, from the Norman 
Conquest to the reign of Queen Victoria ; with an Ap- 
pendix, comprising a Summary of the leading events in 
each reign. By S. Blewett. Fcap. 8vo, with Frontis- 
piece. 2s. 6d. cloth. 



NEW AND CHEAPER EDITION. 



THE LADY'S ALBUM OF FANCY WOBK, 

Consisting of Novel, Elegant, and Useful Patterns in Knitting-, 
Netting, Crochet, and Embroidery, printed in colours. Bound 
in a beautiful cover. New Edit. Post 4to, 3s. 6d. gilt edges. 



HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN. 



THE DBEAM OF LITTLE TUK, 

And other Tales, by H. C. Andersen. Translated and 
dedicated to the Author by Charles Boner. Illustrated 
by Count Pocci. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. plain; 3s. coloured. 

" Full of charming passages of prose, poetry, and such tiny dramatic 
scenes as will make the pulses of young readers throb with delight." — Atlas, 



VISITS TO BEECHW00D FARM; 

Or, Country Pleasures and Hints for Happiness, ad- 
dressed to the Young. By Catharine M. A. Coupeb. 
Illustrations by Absolon. Small 4to, 3s. 6d. plain; 4s. 6d. coL 

" The work is well calculated to impress upon the minds of the young the 
Superiority of simple and natural pleasures over those which are artificial." 
— Englishwoman'* Magazine, . 
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MARIN OE LA VOYE'S ELEMENTARY FRENCH WORKS. 

LES JEUNES NARRATEURS ; 

On, Petits Contes Moraux. With a Key to the difficult 
Words and Phrases. Frontispiece. 18mo, 2s. cloth. 

" Written in pore and easy French."— Morning Pott. 

THE PICTORIAL TRENCH GRAMMAR, 

Fob the Use of Children. With Eighty Engravings. 

Royal 16mo ; price Is. 6d. cloth; Is. sewed. 

"The publication has greater than mechanical merit; it contains the 
principal elements of the French language, exhibited in a plain and expres- 
sive manner." — Spectator. 



THE FIRST BOOK OE GEOGRAPHY, 

Specially adapted as a Text Book for Beginners, and as a 
Guide to the Young Teacher. By Hugo Reid, Author of 
"Elements of Astronomy," &c. Third Edition, carefully 
revised. 18 mo, Is. sewed. 

" One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography we 
have met with." — Educational Timet. " As a lesson-book it will charm the 
pupil by its brief, natural style."— *Epi*copalian. 



INSECT CHANGES. 

With richly Illuminated Borders, composed of Flowers and 

Insects, in the highly- wrought style of the celebrated 

" Hours of Anne of Brittany/' and forming a First Lesson 

in Entomology. Small 4to, 5s. in elegant binding. 

" One of the richest gifts ever offered, even in this improving age, to child- 
hood. Nothing can be more perfect in illumination than the embellishments 
of this charming little volume." — Art Union. 



THE MODERN BRITISH PLUTARCH; 

Or, Lives of Men distinguished in the regent His- 
tory of our Country for their Talents, Virtues, 
and Achievements. By W. C. Taylor, LL.D., Author 
of "A Manual of Ancient and Modern History," &c. 
12mo. Second Thousand, with a new Frontispiece. 4s. 6d. 
cloth ; 58. gilt edges. 

Coimiirrs: Arkwright — Burke— Burns — Byron — Canning— Earl of Chat- 
ham — AdamClarke — Olive— Captain Cook— Cowper — Crabbe— Davy— Eldon 
— Erslrine— Fox — Franklin— Goldsmith— Earl Grey — Warren Hastings — 
Heber — Howard — Jenner — Sir W. Jones — Mackintosh — H. Martyn — Sir J. 
Moore— Nelson— Pitt— Bomilly— Sir W. Scott— Sheridan— Smeaton— Watt 
—Marquis of WeUesley— Wilberforce— Wilkie— Wellington. 

" A work which will be welcomed in any circle of intelligent young per- 
sons."— Brititk Quarterly Review. 
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HOME AMUSEMENTS ; 

A Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, Conundrums, 
Parlour Games, and Forfeits. By Peteb Puzzlewell, llaq., 
of Rebus Hall. New Edition, revised and enlarged, with 
Frontispiece by H. K. Bbowke (Phiz). 16mo, 2a. 3d. doth. 

EABLY DATS OF ENGLI8H PRINCES. 

By Mbs. Russell Gbet. Dedicated, by permission, to the 
Duchess of Rozburghe. With Illustrations by John Frank- 
lin. Small 4to, 8s. 6d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" Just the book for giving children some first notions of English history, 
as the personages it speaks about are themselves young."— Manchester 
Examiner. i 

FIRST STEPS TO SCOTTISH HISTORY. 

By Miss Rodwell, Author of "First Steps to English 
History." With Ten Illustrations by Weigall. 16mo, 
3s. 0d. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured. 

" It is the first popular book in which we have seen the outlines of the 
early history of the Scottish tribes exhibited with anything like accuracy." 
— GtyoMow Constitutional. 

" The work is throughout agreeably and lucidly written." — Midland 
Counties Herald. _____ 

LONDON CBIES AND PUBLIC EDIFICES, 

Illustrated in Twenty-four Engravings by Luke Lim neb ; 
with descriptive Letter-press. Square 12mo, 2s. 6cL plain ; 
5s. coloured. Bound in emblematic cover. 



Originally published under the Superintendence of the Society 
for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge, 

ARITHMETIC FOR YOUNG CHILDREN, 

in a Series of Exercises, exhibiting the manner in which it 
should be taught. ByH. Grant, Author of "Drawing for 
Young Children," &c. New Edition. Is. 6d. cloth. 

"This work will be found effectual for its purpose, and interesting to 
children." — Educational Time*. 

"The plan is admirably conceived, and we have tested its efficacy."— 
Cburek of England Quarterly. 



MRS. TRIMMER'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 

Revised and brought down to the present time by Mbs. 
Milneb. With Portraits of the Sovereigns in their proper 
costume, and Frontispiece by Habvet. New Edition in 
One Volume. 5s. cloth. 

" The editing has been very judiciously done. The work has an esta- 
blished reputation for the clearness of ils genealogioal and chronological 
tables, and for its pervading tone of Christian piety."— Church and State 
Gazette. 
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THE CELESTIAL EMPIRE ; 

Or, Points and Pickings op Information about China 
and the Chinese. By the late "Old Humphrey." With 
Twenty Engravings from Drawings by W. H. Prior. Fcap. 
Svo, 38. 6d. cloth ; 4s. gilt edges. 

" This verv handsome volume contains an almost incredible amount of 
information. — Church and State Gazette. 

" The book is exactly what the author proposed it should be, full of good 
information, good feeling, and good temper.' —Allen's Indian Mail. 

" Even well-known topics are treated with a graceful air of novelty/' — 
Athenaum. 



TALES FROM THE COURT OF OBERON 5 

Containing the favourite Histories of Tom Thumb, Graciosa 
ahd Perctnet, Valentine and Orson, and Children in 
the Wood. With Sixteen Illustrations by Alfred Crow- 
quill. Small 4to, 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 



GLIMPSES OF NATURE, 

and Objects of Interest described, during a Visit to 
the Isle of Wioht. Designed to assist and encourage 
Young Persons in forming habits of Observation. By Mrs. 
Loudon. Second Edition, enlarged. With Forty-one Illus- 
trations. 3s. 6'd. cloth. 

"We could not recommend a more valuable little volume. It is full of 
information, conveyed in the most agreeable manner." — Literary Gazette. 

" A more fitting present, or one more adapted to stimulate the faculties of 
'little people,' could not be published." — Bath and Cheltenham Gazette. 



THE SILVER SWAN : 

A Fairy Tale. By Madame de Chatelain. Illustrated by 
John Leech. Small 4to, 2s. 0<L plain; 3s. 6d. coloured cloth. 

M The moral is in the good, broad, unmistakeable style of the best fairy 
period." — Athenaum* 
" The story is written with excellent taste and sly humour."— Atlas, 



THE YOUNG JEWESS AND HER CHRISTIAN SCHOOL- 
FELLOWS. By the Author of "Rhoda," &c. With a 
Frontispiece by J. Gilbert. 16mo, Is. cloth. 

" The story is beautifully conceived and beautifully told, and is peculiarly 
adapted to impress upon the minds of young persons the powerful efficacy 
of example." — Englishwoman's Magazine. 

RHODA ; 

Or, The Excellence of Charity. Fourth Edition. 
Illustrations. 16mo, 2s. cloth. 



With 



if 



Not only adapted for children, but many parents might derive great 
advantage from studying its simple truths." — Church and State Gazette. 
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES. 

FANNY AND HEE MAMMA; 

Or, East Lessons fob Children. In which it is attempted 
to bring Scriptural Principles into daily practice. Illus- 
trated by J. Gilbert. Second Edition. 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth ; 
3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

" A little book in beautiful large dear type, to suit the capacity of infant 
readers, which we can with pleasure recommend." — Chrirtian Lad/* Mag. 

SHORT AND SIMPLE PSAYEBS 

Fob the Use of Young Children, with Hymns. Fourth 
Edition. Square 16mo, Is. 6d. cloth. 

" Well adapted to the capacities of children,— beginning with the simplest 
forms which the youngest child may lisp at its mother's knee, and proceeding 
with those suited to its gradually advancing age. Special prayers, designed 
for particular circumstances and occasions, are added. We cordially recom- 
mend the book." — Christian Guardian. 

MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES 

FOB heb Little Bots and Girls, adapted to the capacities 
of very young children. Tenth Edition, with Twelve En- 
gravings. 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

A SEQUEL TO MAMMA'S BIBLE STORIES. 

Fifth and Cheaper Edition. With Twelve Illustrations. 
2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 0d. coloured, gilt edges. 

SCRIPTURE HISTORIES FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

With Sixteen Illustrations by John Gilbert. Super- 
royal 16 mo, price 3s. cloth ; 4s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 

contents: 



Hie History of Joseph. 
History of Moses. 



History of our Saviour. 
The Miracles of Christ. 



* 



» 



* Sold separately : 6d. each, plain ; Is. coloured. 



BIBLE SCENES; 

Or, Sunday Employment fob veby Young Children. 
Consisting of Twelve Coloured Illustrations on Cards, and 
the History written in Simple Language. In a neat Box, 
3s. 6d.; or dissected as a Puzzle, 6s. 6d. 



First Series : History of Joseph. 

Second Series : History of our 

Saviour. 



Third Series: History of Moses. 
Fourth Series : The Miracles 
of Christ. 
It is hoped that these * Scenes ' may form a useful and interesting addi- 
tion to the Babbath occupations of the Nursery. From their very earliest 
infancy little children will listen with interest and delight to stories brought 
thus palpably before their eyes by means of illustration." — Prtfac*. 
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TRUE STOEIES FROM ANCIENT HISTORY, 

Chronologically arranged from the Creation of the World to 
the Death of Charlemagne. Eleventh Edition. With 24 
Steel Engravings. 12mo, 5s. cloth. 

TRUE STOEIES FROM MODERN HISTORY, 

Chronologically arranged from the Death of Charlemagne 
to the ' Present Time. Eighth Edition. With 24 Steel 
Engravings. 12mo, 5s. cloth. 

TRUE STORIES FROM ENGLISH HISTORY, 

Chronologically arranged from the Invasion of the Romans 
to the Present Time. Sixth Edition. With 36 Steel 
Engravings. 12mo, 5s. cloth. 

STORIES FROM THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS, 

on an improved plan. By the Rev. Boubne Hall Draper. 
With 48 Engravings. Fifth Edition. 12mo, 5s. cloth. 

THE WARS OF THE JEWS, 

as related by Josephus ; adapted to the capacities of Young 
Persons. With 24 Engravings. Sixth Edit. 4s. 6d. cloth. 

THE PRINCE OF WALES'S PRIMER. 

With 300 Illustrations by J. Gilbert. Dedicated to Her 
Majesty. New Edition, price 6d. ; with title and' cover 
printed in gold and colours, Is. 



HOW TO BE HAPPY ; 

Or, Fairy Gifts : to which is added, A SELECTION OF 
MORAL ALLEGORIES, from the best English Writers. 
Second Edition. With 8 Engravings. 12mo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 



THE ABBE GAULTIER'S GEOGRAPHICAL WORKS. 

I. FAMILIAR GKOGRAPM, 

With a concise Treatise on the Artificial Sphere, and two 
coloured Maps, illustrative of the principal Geographical 
Terms. Fourteenth Edition. 16mo, 3s. cloth. 

H. AN ATLAS, 

Adapted to the Abbe* Gaultier's Geographical Games, con- 
sisting of 8 Maps, coloured, and 7 in Outline, &c. Folio, 
15s. half-bound. 
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BUTLER'S OUTLINE MAPS, AND KEY; 

Or, Geographical and Biographical Exercises ; with a Set 
of Coloured Outline Maps ; designed for the Use of Young 
Persons. By the late William Butler. Enlarged by the 
Author's Son, J. 0. Butler. Thirtieth Edition, revised. 4s. 

BATTLEFIELDS. 

A graphic Guide to the Places described in the History of 
England as the scenes of such Events ; with the situation of 
the principal Naval Engagements fought on the Coast of the 
British Empire. By Mr. Wauthieb, Geographer. On a 
large sheet, 3s. 6*d. ; in case, 6s. ; or mounted on oak, var- 
nished, 10s. 6d. 



THE CHILD'S GRAMMAR. 

By the late Lady Fbkk, under the assumed name of Mrs. 
Lovechild. Forty-seventh Edition. 18mo, 9d. cloth. 



ROWBOTHAM'S NEW AND EAST METHOD OF LEARN- 
ING the FRENCH GENDBRS. New Edition. 6d. 



BELLENGER'S TRENCH WORD AND PHRASE-BOOK; 

Containing a select Vocabulary and Dialogues, for the Use 
of Beginners. New Edition, Is. sewed. 



ALWAYS HAPPY; 

Or, Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. By the 
Author of "Claudine," &c. Eighteenth Edition, with new 
Illustrations. Royal 18mo, price 2s. 6d. cloth. 



ANDERSEN'S (H. C.) NIGHTINGALE AND OTHER TALES. 

2s. 6d. plain ; 8s. 6d. coloured. 



ANECDOTES OF KINGS, 

selected from History ; or, Gertrude's Stories for Children. 
With Engravings. 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 
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BIBLE ILLUSTRATIONS ; 

Or, a Description of. Manners and Customs peculiar to 
the East, and especially explanatory of the Holy Scriptures. 
By the Bey. B. H. Dbapbb. With Engravings. Fourth 
Edition. Revised by J. Kitto, Editor of "The Pictorial 
Bible/' &c. 3s. 6d. cloth. 

" This volume will be found unusually rich in the species of information so 
much needed by young readers of the Scriptures." — thrutian Mother' 9 Mag. 



THE BRITISH HISTORY BRIEFLY TOLD, 

and a Description of the Ancient Customs, Sports, and 
Pastimes of the English. Embellished with full-length 
Portraits of the Sovereigns of England in their proper 
Costumes, and 18 other Engravings. 3s. 6d. cloth. 



CHIT-CHAT; 

Or, Short Tales in Short Words. By a Mother, Author 
of " Always Happy." New and Cheaper Edition. With 
New Engravings. 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt edges. 



CLAUDDfE ; 

Or, Humility the Basis of all the Virtues. A* Swiss Tale. 
By the Author of "Always Happy," &c. Ninth Edition. 
18mo, price 3s. cloth. 



CONVEBSATIONS ON THE LIFE OF JESUS CHEIST, 

For the use of Children. . By a Motheb. A New Edition. 
With 12 Engravings. 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 



COSMOEAMA. 

The Manners, Customs, and Costumes of all Nations of the 
World described. By J. Aspin. New Edition, with nume- 
rous Illustrations. 8s. 6d. plain ; and 4s. 6d. coloured. 
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INFANTINE KNOWLEDGE; 

A Spelling and Reading Book, on a Popular Plan, combining 
much Useful Information with the Rudiments of Learning. 
By the Author of " The Child's Grammar." With nume- 
rous Engravings. Ninth Edit. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. coL 



FACTS TO COBRECT FANCIES; 

Or, Short Narratives compiled from the Biography of 
Remarkable Women. By a Mother. With Engravings. 
3s. 6& plain; 4s. 6d. coloured. 



FRUITS OF ENTERPRISE, 

Exhibited in the Travels of Belzoni in Egypt and Nubia. 
Thirteenth Edition, with six Engravings. 18mo, price 3s. 
cloth. 



THE GARDEN; 

Or, Frederick's Monthly Instructions for the Management 
and Formation of a Flower-Garden. Fourth Edition. 
With Engravings of the Flowers in Bloom for each Month 
in the Year, &c. 3s. 6& plain ; or 6s. with the Flowers col. 



EASY LESSONS; 

Or, Leading-Strings to Knowledge. New Edition, with 
8 Engravings. 2s. 6d. plain ; 3s. 6d. coloured. 



KEY TO KNOWLEDGE ; 

Or, Things in Common Use simply and shortly explained. 
By a Mother, Author of " Always Happy," &c. Thirteenth 
Edition. With sixty Illustrations. 3s. 6d. cloth. 



THE LADDER TO LEARNING: 

A Collection of Fables, Original and Select, arranged pro- 
gressively in words of One, Two, and Three Syllables. Edited 
and improved by the late Mrs. Trihker. With 79 Cuts. 
Nineteenth Edition. 3s. 6d. cloth. 



SUCCESSORS TO NEWBEKY AND HAKRI8. 
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LITTLE LESSONS FOE LITTLE LEARNERS, 

In Words of One Syllable. By Mrs. Babwell. Eighth 
Edit., with numerous Illustrations. 2s. 6d. plain; 3s. 6d. col. 



THE LITTLE READER; 

A Progressive Step to Knowledge, 
teen Plates. Price 2s. 6d. cloth. 



New Edition, with six- 



MAMMA'S LESSONS 

For her Little Boys and Girls. Twelfth Edition, with eight 
Engravings. Price 2s. 6d. cloth ; 3s. 6d. coloured, gilt 
edges. 



THE MINE 5 

Or, Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Operations 
of the Miner, and the Products of his Labours ; with a De- 
scription of the most important in all parts of the World. 
By the late Rev. Isaac Taylor. Sixth Edition, with 
numerous corrections and additions, by Mrs. Loudon. 
With 45 new Woodcuts and 16 Steel Engravings. 3s. 6<L cL 



THE OCEAN; 

a Description of Wonders and important Products of the 
Sea. Second Edition. With Illustrations of 37 Genera of 
Shells, by Sowerby; and 4 Steel and 50 Wood Engravings. 
38. 6d. cloth. 



THE RIVAL CRUSOES, 

And other Tales. By Agnes Strickland, Author of "The 
Queens of England." Sixth Edition. 18mo, price 2s. 6d. 
cloth. 



SHORT TALES, • - 

Written for Children. By Dame Tbuelove and her Friends. 
A new Edition, with 20 Engravings. 3s. 6d. cloth. 



THE STUDENTS; 

Or, Biographies of the Grecian Philosophers. 12mo, price 
2s. 6d. cloth. 



THE SHIP; 

a Description of different kinds of Vessels, with the Dis- 
tinctive Flags of Different Nations, and numerous En- 
gravings. By the late Hey. Isaac Taylor. Sixth Edition, 
revised by M. H. Barker, the Old Sailor. 3s. 6d. cloth. 



STOBTES OF EDWABD AND HIS LITTLE FRIENDS. 

With 12 Illustrations. Second Edit. 3s. 6d. plain ; 4s. 6d. coL. 



SUNDAY LESSONS FOR LITTLE CHILDREN. 

By Mas. Babwell. Third Edition. 2s. 6d. plain ; 8a. coL 



THE TWIN SISTERS ; 

Or, the Advantages of Religion. By Miss Sakdham. 
Twenty- second Edition. 3 8mo, price 3s. cloth. 



A VISIT TO GROVE COTTAGE, 

And the India Cabinet Opened. By the Author of " Fruits 
of Enterprise. n New Edition. 1 8mo, price 3s. cloth. 



DISSECTIONS FOR YOUNG CHILDREN. 

In a Neat Box. Price 6s. each. 

1. Scenes from tbe Lives of Joseph and Moses. 

2. Scenes from the History of Our Saviour. 

3. Old Mother Hubbard and her Dog. 

4. The Life and Death of Cock Robin. 



TWO SHILLINGS EACH, CLOTH. 
With Frontispiece, <fcc. 

DER SCHWATZER : an | COUNSELS AT HOME ; 
amusing Introduction to with Anecdotes, Tales, &c. 



the German Language. 16 
plates. 
LE BABILLARD; an amus- 
ing Introduction to the 



MORAL TALES. By a Fa- 
ther. With 2 Engravings. 

ANECDOTES OF PETER 
THE GREAT, Emperor of 



French Language. 16 plates. | Russia. 18mo. 
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ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE EACH, CLOTH. 


THE DAUGHTER OF A 


THEODORE ; or, the Cru- 


GENIUS. A Tale. By 


saders. By Mbs. Hofland. 


Mrs. Hofland. Sixth 


The HISTORY of PRINCE 


Edition. 


LEE BOO. New Edition. 


ELLEN THE TEACHER. 


TRIMMER'S (MRS.) OLD 


By Mrs. Hofland. New 


TESTAMENT LESSONS. 


Edition. 


With 40 Engravings. 


THE SON OF A GENIUS. 


TRIMMER'S (MRS.) NEW 


By Mrs. Hofland. New 


TESTAMENT LESSONS. 


Edition. 


With 40 Engravings. 


ONE SHILLING 


EACH, CLOTH. 


WELCOME VISITOR; a 


YOUNG JEWESS and her 


Collection of Original Stories, 


CHRISTIAN SCHOOL- 


NINA, an Icelandic Tale. By 


FELLOWS. By the Author 
of " Rhoda." 


the Author of "Always 


Happy." 


THE CHILD'S DUTY. De- 


SPRING FLOWERS and the 


dicated by a Mother to her 


MONTHLY MONITOR. 


Children. Second Edition. 


LESSONS of WISDOM for 


DECEPTION and FREDE- 


the YOUNG. By the Ret. 


RICK MARSDEN, the 


W. Fletcher. 


Faithful Friend. 


DURABLE NUI 


ISERY BOOKS, 


MOUNTED ON CLOTH, W 


ITH COLOTTBBD PLATES, 


ONE SHILI 


LING EACH. 


1 Alphabet of Goody Two- 


8 Little Rhymes for Little 


Shoes. 


Folks. 


2 Cinderella. 


9 Mother Hubbard. 


3 Cock Robin. 


10 Monkey's Frolic. 


4 Courtship of Jenny 


11 Old Woman and her Pig. 


Wren. 


12 Puss in Boots. 


5 Dame Trot and her Cat. 


13 Tommy Trip's Museum of 


6 History of an Apple Pie. 


Birds, Part I. 


7 House that Jack built. 


14 Part II. 



32 



PUBLISHED BT GRIFFITH AND FABRAN. 



DURABLE BOOKS FOR SUNDAY READING. 

SCENES FROM THE LIVES OF JOSEPH AND MOSES. 
With Illustrations by John Gilbebt. Printed on Linen. 
Price Is. 

SCENES FROM THE HISTORY OF OUR SAVIOUR. 

With Illustrations by John Gilbebt. Printed on Linen. 
Price Is. 



DARNELL'S EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 



The attention of all interested in the subject of Education is 
invited to these Works, now in extensive use throughout the 
Kingdom, prepared by Mr. Dabnell, a Schoolmaster of many 
years' experience. 

1. COPY BOOKS. — A sube and cebtain boad to a Good 
Hand Writing, gradually advancing from the Simple 
Stroke to a superior Small-hand. 

Laboe Post, Sixteen Numbers, 6d. each. 

Foolscap, Twenty Numbers, to which are added three Sup- 
plementary Numbers of Angular Writing for Ladies, and one 
of Ornamental Hands. Price 3d. each. 



• • 



This series may also be had on very superior paper, marble covers, 
4d. each. 

" For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Darnell's Copy 
Books. I have noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been 
used."— Report of Mr. Mayo (National School Organizer of School*) to the 
Worcester Diocesan Board of Education. 

2. GRAMMAR, made intelligible to Children, Is. cloth. 

3. ARITHMETIC, made intelligible to Children, Is. 6d. cloth. 

*** Key to Farts 2 and 3, price Is. cloth. 

4. READING, a Short and Certain Road to, price 6d. cloth. 



GRIFFITH AND FARRAN, 
CORNER OF ST. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD 



w / ' 



Savill and Edwards, Printers, Chandos Street, Covent Garden. 
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